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Try  the  Twentieth  Century  instead ! 


You  can  name  the  ships  fair  Helen  launched — but  does 
your  dancing  partner  think  she's  docking  the  Leviathan? 
You  know  Cerberus'  and  Charon's  pedigrees — but  can 
you  get  past  Charlie  at  Montmartre?  Does  Sartor  Resar- 
tus  help  you  meet  the  well-dressed  man?  Does  Calculus 
compute  the  tangent  of  a  debutante?  Do  mechanics 
chart  the  modern  world  that's  spinning  past  your  ears? 


Just  Light  Your  Candle  at  the  Other  End! 


Let  Vanity  Fair  lead  you  out  of  the  land  of 
darkness  into  the  lights  of  Broadway! 
Your  seven  languages  including  the  Scandi- 
navian never  taught  you  the  slang,  the  allu- 
sions, the  point  of  view  of  the  smart  world. 
But  Vanity  Fair  will  teach  it  all  to  you. 


Every  issue  is  amazingly  in  the  current  of  the 
news  (social,  literary,  artistic,  sporting).  In 
an  evening  it  can  furnish  enough  current  gos- 
sip, nimble  phrases,  and  quotable  instances  to 
dynamite  your  conversation  out  of  the  Middle 
Ages  into  day-after-tomorrow's  dinner  time. 


Special  Offer! 

10 


issues  of 


VANITY  FAIR 

for 

$2.00 


VANITY  FAIR, 
Greenwich,  Conn. 

Here's  $2  for  ten  issues  of  Vanity  Fair.  I 
had  to  sell  my  Dolphin  Virgil .  .  .  but  Dido's 
dead,  and  Ann  Pennington's  still  very  much 
alive. 

Name 
Address 


City. 
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NAUSEA 


The  positive  relief  for  SEA, 
TRAIN  AND  CAR  Sickness. 
Stops  the  nausea  at  cnce. 
25  years  in  use. 

75C  &  $  1.  5°  at  Drug  Stores 
5  or  direct  on  receipt  of  Price 

The    Mothersill    Remedy    Co..    Montreal 


The  Future  of  Vodvil 

by 

The  Optimist 

1  926 — Comedian  doesn't  say 
"Tjhanks,  married  men,"  when  ap- 
plause follows  slap  at  marriage.  Sophie 
Tucker  loses  voice.  Employee  sweeps 
stage  between  acts  without  audience 
applauding  sarcastically. 

1927 — "Twelve  Pound  Look"  re- 
fused billing  owing  to  slump  in  ex- 
change. Wooden  ball  breaks  trained 
seal's  nose.  Bald  comedian  doesn't 
pretend  to  be  throwing  hair  out  of 
eyes. 

1 928 — Dancing  act  not  billed  as 
Terpsichorean  Novelty.  Comedian 
doesn't  say  "Take  one  for  me"  to 
man  leaving  in  middle  of  act.  Mono- 
logist  does  entire  turn  without  refer- 
ring to  Brooklyn  as  foreign  country. 

1929 — Singer  says  "roses"  instead 
of  "roe-suzz."  Magician  goes  through 
entire  act  without  changing  red  sand 
into  green.  Joe  Jackson  sprains  ankle 
in  fall  from  bicycle. 

1 930 — Soprano  takes  high  note 
with  voice  instead  of  eyebrows.  Vodvil 
artists  join  Federation  of  Labor.  French 
maid  in  sketch  doesn't  chuck  million- 
aire employer  under  chin  and  say 
"Oo-!a-la!" 

1 93 1  — Federation  of  Labor  agitat- 
ing for  one  performance  a  day  for 
variety  artists.  Newspaper  refuses  ar- 
ticle telling  how  great  actors  have  risen 
from  vodvil.  S.  P.  C.  A.  stops  ani- 
mal acts. 

1 932 — Vodvil  magnates  bow  to 
Federation  of  Labor  demand  for  one 
performance  a  day.  Piano  comedian 
goes  through  act  without  pretending 
to  slap  gum  on  bottom  of  instrument. 
Piano  comedian  goes  through  act  with- 
out playing  last  note  with  foot. 

1933  —  Piano  comedian  goes 
through  act  without  giving  imitation  of 
girl  just  learning.  Rough  character 
in  sketch  doesn't  slap  dignified  hostess 


on  back.      Blackface  comedian  makes 
no  reference  to  razors  or  dice. 

1 934 — Federation  of  Labor  de- 
mands that  time  of  vodvil  act  be  cut 
from  twenty  to  ten  minutes.  Irene 
Franklin  sings  new  song.  "Ma" 
Henderson's  well  known  lodging 
house  for  vodvil  artists  burns  to  groun  J 
and  will  not  be  rebuilt. 

1  935 — Vodvil  magnates  forced  to 
yield  to  Federation  demand  to  cut 
time  of  each  act  to  ten  minutes.  Fe- 
male impersonator  doesn't  appear  at 
end  of  act  with  big  cigar  in  mouth. 
Magician  sound'y  beaten  by  man  in 
audience  from  whose  pocket  he  pulled 
a  stocking. 

1936 — Federation  demands  one 
hundred  per  cent,  increase  in  salaries 
of  vodvil  actors.  Tough  character 
makes  no  reference  to  brick  as  his 
birth  stone.  English  comedian  sings 
song  in  which  words  "Let  him  pawss 
— silly  awss"  do  not  appear. 

1937 — Vodvil  magnates  refuse 
latest  demand  of  Federation.  Acrobat, 
after  faihng,  doesn't  say  comically: 
"It's  a  good  trick,  if  you  do  it." 
Juggler  seriously  hurt  by  falling  plate. 

1938 — Federation  calls  strike  of 
vodvil  artists.  Magnates  announce 
they  will  never  yield.  Artists  say  they 
won't  either.  All  vodvil  theatres 
closed. 

— Joseph  Fishman  in  the  New  Yorker. 
*       *       * 

Roundel— or  Something 

Give  me  a  house  by  the  side  of  the  road 

Where  I'll  be  a  friend  to  man. 
He'll  eat  his  lunch  upon  my  lawn; 

And  I'll  find  a  sardine  can 
In  my  pansy  bed  in  lieu  thereof 

My  flowers  and  garden  spade. 
Yes,  give  me  a  house  by  the  side  of 
the  road 

— And  a  barbed-wire  barricade. 

— Stanford  Chaparral. 


"You  think  my  picture  is  bad,  but 
you   can't  paint  one  yourself!" 

"I  can  tell  when  an  egg  is  bad,  but 
I  cant  lay  one  myself!" 

— Pele  Mele,  Paris. 
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Society 


for  over  eighty  years 
has  relied  upon  Gour- 
aud's  Oriental  Cream 
to  keep  the  skin  and 
complexion  in  perfect 
condition  through  the 
stress  of  the  season's 
activities.  White 
Flesh-Rachel.  4 

Send  10c  for  Trial  Size 
FERD.  T.  HOPKINS  &  SON.   Montreal 


Qouraud's 

Oriental  Cream 


ABSORB 
HARMFUL  RAY$ 

Beware  of  Glaring  Light,  it 
is  Dangerous  to  the  Eyes  ! 

Tone-Lite  Lenses  protect 
your  eyes  from  the  ultra- 
violet rays  always  present 
in  glaring  light.  Excessive 
ultra  -  violet  light  always 
causes  eye  strain  and  often 
causes  cataract. 

Ask  your  Eyesight  Specialist 
about  this  new  English  Glass 
that  although  colorless  is 
better  than  most  dark  col- 
ored lenses. 

A  Guarantee  with  Every  Pair. 
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Better  than   Crookes — no  color 
to  mar  the  appearance 

Manufactured  in  Canada  by 

imperial  Optical  Co. 

Head  Office;  Hermant  Bldg.,  Toronto 

Wholesale  Only 


Goblin 


Created  for  90%  of  all  motor  car  buyers  who  can 
afford  to  invest  in  a  moderately  priced  automobile 


See  the  Reo  Exhibit  at 
the  Montreal  Motor  Show 


REO  COUPE 


$ 


2260 

Plus  Freight 
All  Taxes  Paid 


Fashioned,  finished  and  tailored 
to  unke  youthful  smartness  with 
grace  and  dignity.  Sweeping 
lines;  low-cradled  body;  two-tone 
color  treatment. 

Dimensioned,  upholstered  and 
tired  to  deliver  rare  riding  com- 
fort. Wide  doors;  generous  leg 
room;  wide,  deep  seat;  four  genu- 
ine balloon  tires. 


Powered,  balanced  and  equipped 
for  road  mastery,  driving  con- 
venience and  safety.  Six-cylinder, 
50  h.  p.  engine;  double-frame 
chassis;  120-inch  wheel-base; 
powerful  brakes. 

Priced  to  provide  the  maximum 
of  comfort  for  a  price  that  truly 
represents  the  "Gold  Standard  of 
Values." 


REO    MOTOR    CAR    COMPANY    OF    CANADA,    LIMITED 


Windsor,    Ontario 
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Inside  Dope 

A  few  conservative  old-timers  still 
maintain  that  California  is  a  nice  place. 

It's  quite  safe  to  eat  oysters  now. 

A  popular  article  of  male  attire  this 
winter  will  be  a  soft  grey  or  brown 
hat,  with  brim  and  trimmed  with  a 
black  or  colored  band.  These  handy 
accessories  will  be  worn  on  the  street 
generally;  the  little  bow-knot  inside 
goes  at  the  back. 

A  Montreal  hostess,  prominent  in 
the  society  of  our  largest  city,  is  cred- 
ited with  the  "mot"  of  the  month.  It 
is  related  that  at  a  skating  party  given 
by  her,  at  which  the  Right  Honorable 
W.  L.  M.  King,  Premier  Ferguson, 
Ring  Lardner,  Jacques  Carpentier, 
Lloyd    George     and    Jackie     Coogan 


were    not    present,    the    third    assistant 
butler  warned  her  that  the  ice  was  thin 
and  somewhat  cracked.      "So's  you're 
old  woman!"  was  her  witty  retort. 
P.  S. — She  got  the  job. 

The  chesterfield  season  is  now  open. 

Recent  events  hereabout  include  the 
rumor  that  a  New  York  tabloid  news- 
paper has  attained  a  sale  approximat- 
ing ten  thousand  copies  daily  in  To- 
ronto  and   the   announcement   that   the 


new   psycopathic   hospital    has   opened 
an    out-patients'    department. 

— Peeping  Tom. 
*       #       * 

Doctor:  "What  you  need  is  some- 
thing to  shock  you,  to  stir  up  your 
emotions"       .     .     . 

Patient:    "Yes,  doctor?" 

Doctor:  "Well,  er,  er,  I'll  send  you 
my  bill  in  the  morning!" 


Telegraph  Operator:  "Terrific  dis- 
aster;  seven   thousand   dead!" 

Editor:  "Make  it  10,000  and  I'll 
take  it." 

*       *       * 

Now  we  know  what  happens  to  the 
little  boys  who  get  minus  1 4  in  their 
English  grammar  examinations.  They 
grow  up  and  become  song  writers. 


Elder  Sister:  "I  must  speak  to  mother  about  having  them   lengthened.    If  you  great  hulking  schoolgirls  insist  on  wear- 
ing skirls  up   to  your  knees,  how   can  people  tell  that  /'m   grown   up?" 


C9DLIN 


Chairman  of  banquet:  "How  long  will  you  talk,  old  man?" 

Next  speaker:  "Oh,  five  minutes." 

Chairman:  "You  couldn't  make  it  ten,  could  you?    We  want  to  clear  the  room  for  dancing!" 


Probably  Not 

For  years  a  cripple  has  sold  pencils 

In  front  of  the  Government  Liquor  Dispensary 

Business  must  be  good  among  those  who  bring  prescriptions 

to  be  filled 
Or  he  would  have  left  long  ago. 
I  have  never  seen  one  at  prohibition  rallies. 
Perhaps,  being  an  unfair  comparison,  it  means  nothing, 
Or  perhaps  it  does. 

■ — Claudia. 

*       *       * 

Terrible — If  True 

The  great  English  financial  expert  was  addressing  his 
after-luncheon  audience. 

"It — aw — gives  me — aw — great  pleasure,"  he  said,  "to 
be — aw — with  you  to-day,  and  to — -aw — be  able  to — aw 
— tell  you — aw — something  of  what  I  know  of — aw — 
the   Br:t  sh — aw — financial — aw — situation." 

The  rising  young  haberdasher  nudged  his  neighbor. 

"Who  is  that  guy,  anyway?"  he  asked. 

"Why,  don't  you  read  the  papers?"  responded  the  othe., 
aghast.  "That  is  Sir  Humphrey  Periwinkle,  the  great 
financial  wizard." 


"Financial  wizard,"  exclaimed  the  R.Y.H.     "He  sounds 
more  to  me  like  the  Wizard  of  Aws!"    — Huron  Barnes. 

*       *       * 

Dancing  Around! 

"Is  there  anything  in  the  punch  .  .  .  You're  awfully 
like  someone  I  used  to  know  ...  Is  that  the  hostess?  .  . 
.  .  My  slipper  keeps  coming  off  .  .  .  No,  I'm  not 
at  the  University,  I'm  a  bond  salesman  .  .  .  Let's  sit 
this  dance  out  .  .  .  Yes,  I'm  going  to  learn  to  Charles- 
ton ne;  t  week  .  .  .  Did  you  say  you  had  a  flask?  .  . 
.  Let's  ask  them  to  play  'Sweet  Hottentot'  .  .  .  I'm 
awfully  glad  I  came,  now  I've  met  you  ...  It  must  be 
nearly  time  for  supper,  isn't  it?  .  .  .  Who  is  that  man 
with  the  black  hair?  .  .  .  Yes,  of  course,  I'd  like  to  go 
to  lunch  with  you  .  .  .  May  I  cut  in,  please?  .  .  . 
What's  your  phone  number?  .  .  .  Get  me  one  of  those 
balloons  .  .  .  Do  you  think  so,  really?  How  nice! 
.  .  .  You  wouldn't  believe  they  were  married,  would 
you?  .  .  .  Let's  sit  on  the  stairs  .  .  .  What  time 
is  it?  .  .  .  Oh,  there  are  sure  to  be  some  more  extras 
.  .  .  Did  you  say  you  had  a  car?  .  .  .  No,  it's  just 
naturally  wavy?  .  .  .  Did  I  give  you  my  powder?  .  . 
Such  a  nice  time!      Good-night."  — Huron  Barnes. 


Let's  Get  Up 

A 
Skating  Party 

Drawings  by  MARJORIE  JONES 
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Billy:    "How    did    Grace    happen    to    marry    that    ball 
player?" 


Tilly 
Billy 
Tilly 


"Oh,  I  hear  she  threw  herself  at  him." 
"And  I  suppose  he  was  a  good  catch." 
"No,  I  think  she  scored  on  her  curves." 


Now  That  Telephone  Pictures  Are  An 
Accomplished    Fact 

We  may  expect  something  like  this: 

He:  Hello,  hello,  I  want  to  put  in  a  call  for  a  pic- 
ture of  Miss  Mary  Ell,  Adam  812,  Cleveland,  Ohio. 

Operator:  Drop  in  a  nickel  for  bust,  fifteen  cents  for 
full  figures  under  two  hundred  pounds. 

He:  Er,  bust  only,  if  you  please.  Will  you  call  me? 


He:  Hello.  Yes,  all  ready,  let'er  go.  Look  here,  op- 
erator,  these  photographs  are  all  wet. 

Operator:  One  moment,  please.  I  will  wring  them 
again. 

He:    Great  Scott,  what's  this  supposed  to  be! 

Operator:  I  beg  your  pardon.  That's  a  photo  of  an 
elephant  for  the  zoo,  and  should  have  gone  through  on 
the  trunk  line.    Will  you  excuse  it,  please? 

He:  Hello,  hello.  What  the  dev —  I  say,  Central, 
there's  no  nose  and  chin  on  this  picture. 


Operator:  Drop  in  another  nickel,  please.  You  are 
only  allowed  one  chin  every  three  minutes. 

He:  For  Heaven's  sake,  make  the  neighbors  quit  list- 
ening in  on  the  party  lines.  I  didn't  ask  for  a  group 
picture.    My  God,  Operator,  what's  this! 

Operator:   What's  the  trouble,  sir? 

He:  My  girl  has  long  hair.  In  this  picture  you've 
got  it  bobbed. 

Operator:    I  beg  your  pardon, 
you  ex — 

Then  follows  a  large  dull  thud 


It  was  cut  off;  will 


and  all  is  still. 
— T.  S.  Repplier. 


A  Ballad   of  Just  One  Wish 

Oh  give,  oh  give  me  a  jungle-land — 

Oh  have  me  roam    mongst  the  South  Sea  Isles! 

Oh  let  me  go  where  the  gold  is  panned — 

0  let  me  travel  ten  thousand  miles 
So  see  the  Amazons,  Nigers,  Niles, 
To  see  Mongolian  hills  as  well ! 

Oh,  give  me  lands  that  have  wild,  wild  styles 
— But  give,  oh,  give  me  a  good  hotel ! 

1  don't  mind  cannibals,  black  or  brown 
I'd  yawn  at  tigers  and  wild-cats,  too! 
No    jaguar    would    make    me    frown; 

In  fact,  I'd  welcome  the  whole  darn  Zoo! 

I'd  laugh  at  the  things  that  the  voo-doo  do — 

A  savage  with  withering  glance  I'd  quell! 

I'd  love  to  wander  in  Timbuctu, 

— But  give,  oh,  give  me  a  good  hotel ! 

Oh,  let  me  mush  through  the  Arctic  Zone; 

Oh,  let  me  go  where  the  Arabs  pray ! 

If  cyclones  howl  or  monsoons  moan 

I  would  have  naught  that  is  bad  to  say. 

I  care  not  whether  my  feet  may  stray. 

To  Patagonia  or  Moselle, 

To  Borneo  or  to  Mandalay, 

— But  give,  oh,  give  me  a  good  hotel ! 

L'  Envoi 
Prince,  you  have  travelled  around  the  world 
And  you  have  seen  all  the  flags  unfurled. 
Now  tell  me,  isn't  it  spoken  well, 
— "Oh,  give  oh,  give  me  a  good  hotel"? 

— K.  C. 

Poor  Marksmanship 

"I—I  though  y-you  t-old  me  y-you  were  experienced!" 
a  much-shaken  old  gentleman  spluttered  as  he  crawled 
from  the  wreck  of  his  handsome  new  car,  which  his  chauffeur 
had  just  wrapped  a  tree. 

"I  am,"  asserted  the  chauffeur.  "Why,  I  drove  three 
years  for  an  officer  during  the  war  and  was  wounded  every 
year." 

"Wounded;  only  wounded!"  snorted  his  employer 
disgustedly.  "By  George,  he  must  have  been  a  rotten  shot 
or  he'd  have  got  you  the  first  year!" 
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"Cosh,  Matildy,  I  bet  they  make  money  on  these  shows." 
"Shucks,  Hiram,  they  can't  even  afford  to  give  the  poor  girls  enough  clothes  to  wear!" 


Tale  of  the  Poor  Genie 

This   is   another   Genie    of   the   Lamp 
story. 

It  seems  that,  last  summer,  a  busy, 
young  realtor  of  Orono,  Ont.,  hooked 
a  lamp  from  the  bed  of  a  trout  stream 
where  he  was  fishing.  He  thought  at 
once  that  it  might  be  a  genie  lamp, 
so  he  rubbed  it  on  the  back  of  a  black 
bear  that  happened  to  be  wandering 
by  through  the  forest. 

Immediately  sparks  flew  out.  The 
bear  galloped  off.  And — a  full-sized 
genie  stood  upon  the  bank  of  the 
stream. 

"You  get  one  wish,"  thundered  the 
genie.  "And  it's  against  the  rules  to 
use  that  one  to  wish  for  three  or  four 
more.  However,"  and  here  the  super- 
natural creature  seemed  a  trifle  uneasy, 
and  rubbed  his  hand  on  the  seam  of 
his  plus-fours  (or  whatever  a  genie 
wears  in  the  summer  time) — "how- 
ever, if  I  can't  give  you  your  first  wish, 
I  am  your  slave  forever." 


"Well,    think    of    that!"    said    the 
mortal. 


"But,"  thundered  the  genie  again, 
"I  can  do  anything.  Give  me  a  big 
job.  Do  you  want  all  the  gold  in  the 
world?" 

"No!"  said  the  Canadian.  "At 
least  not  for  a  minute  or  two.  Wait 
until  I  get  that  in  writing  about  you 
being  my  slave."  He  wrote  busily. 
"Here,  sign  this.  Good!  Now,  go 
find  a  political  platform  that  will  please 
the  East  and  the  West  and  Henri 
Bourassa  all  at  the  same  time." 

The  genie  is  still  working  for  him. 
— Ron.  Everson. 
*       *       * 

Bare  Facts 

A  social  leader,  years  ago, 

Was  said  to  spend  a  lot  of  dough, 

And  people   said:    "Alas,   alack, 
hirst    Golfer:       How    do    you    ex-  \         ..  .     ',      ,   „ 

r  ■     .1     -■     .  ,l  j  •    7Q  -5ne  puts  her  all  upon  her  back. 

plain  the  fact  that  your  score  is  /o  on  ~,,     *,    ,     .  ,       ,         ,., 

;•  l  j  i  nn  iL  1  he    ady  has  a  daughter  INance, 

one  links  one  day  and   I  1 1)  on  another  /         .  .  ° 

links  the  nexP"  Whom  I  met  last  night  at  a  dance; 

Second  Incompetent:  "Oh,  I  sup-  II  see™  to  me-  f,rom,  what  l  saw' 
pose  my  scores  just  vary  as  a  matter  That  Nancy  lsn  l  llke  her  maw- 
of  course."  R-  *-).  L. 
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"His 


is    a    Very    chequered    career. 


"Yes,   he  has   to  move  frequently." 


Lament  of  the  Non-joiner 

Bill  Jones  is  a  booster, 

That  jolly  old  rooster, 

He  crows  of  goodwill  and  success, 

Of  co-operation 

All  over  the  nation 

And  everywhere  else,  more  or  less, 

Tommy  Smith  has  joined  Rotary, 

Helping   hand   votary, 

Friend  of  his   fellow  is  he. 

To  the  Ku  Klux  went  Eddie; 

The   Lions  got   Freddie 

And  Peter  has  gone  B.  of  T. 

Gyro,    Kiwanis, 

(Have  mercy  upon  us!) 

You  ought  to  be  one  or  the  other. 

Our  pops   and   our   mommers 

Join    Chambers   of   Commerce; 

The  Optimist,  bunch  got  my  brother. 

You  can  hear  them  all  yell 

At  the  Union  Hotel; 

They're  forming   a   Civitas  Club. 

For  badges   and  buttons 

They've  grown  to  be  gluttons. 

If  you  haven't  one  you're  a  dub. 

There's   an   association 

For  every  vocation, 

A  place  to  sing  songs  with  your  lunch. 

But  for  crabby  old  skates 

With  some  good  healthy  hates 

There  isn't  a  place  in  the  bunch! 

— Alien  Daniels. 


The  Realtor's  Lament 
From  Tampa,  in  the  Sunny  South, 
There  came  a  Realtor,  wan  and  gray, 
I  said,  "  Old  man,  thou  lookst  all  in. 
Canst  tell  me  what's  the  trouble,  pray?" 
He  answered,  "I  am  very  faint, 
Assist  me  to  that  vacant  chair. 
I  am  returned  from  Florida 
And  it  is  strenuous  down  there." 

In  Florida!     In  Florida!      Where   winds   are   warm  and 

zephyrs  play, 
Are  lots  and  lots  and  lots  of  lots — and  lots  change  hands 

three  times  a  day! 

He  said,  "I  had  a  thousand  dollars 
I  paid  it  down  as  one  per  cent. 
Upon   a   hundred   thousand  purchase 
Of  real  estate  and  then  I  went 
And  sold  the  land  for  half-a-million. 
I  rather  think  that  I  was  rash, 
For  though  the  price  was  satisfactory 
I  only  got   five  hundred  cash." 

In  Florida!     In  Florida!  Where  winds  are   Warm   and 

zephyrs  play, 

Are  lots  and  lots  and  lots  of  lots — and  lots  change  hands 

three  times  a  day! 

"But  then  I  put  the  same  five  hundred 

Up  on  a  site  for  an  hotel 

And  sold  the  site  for  fourteen  million 

In  notes — but  got  no  cash  as  well. 

On  paper  I  am  now  worth,  brother. 

A    fortune  which   is   just   immense 

But  you  must  see  the  situation 

So — could  you  lend  me  twenty  cents?" 

In  Florida!     In  Florida!     Where  you  may  buy  and  later 
pay 

Are  lots  and  lots  and  lots  of  lots — and  lots  change  hands 
three  limes  a  day!  — Huron  Barnes. 

*  *       * 

Don't  Be  Silly! 

The  big  bicycle-man  from  Wheeling  was  talking  to 
the  big  drug-man  from  Medicine  Hat. 

"Do  you  see  that  fellow  over  there?"  he  said.  "I  be- 
lieve he's  Mr.  So-and-So,  of  Needles,  Arizona." 

"Nonsense,"  said  the  other.  "I  think  he's  a  big  fruit 
merchant  from  East  Orange." 

"Let's  ask  him,"  suggested  the  first. 

They  did.     He  turned  out  to  be  a  big  mattress-man  from 

Hot  Springs.  — K.C. 

*  *       * 

When  their  best  player  goes  up  in  the  air,  a  team's 
star  may  be  said  to  be  in  the  ascendant. 

*  *       * 

Ages  ago  there  lived  a  great  king  and  his  name  was 
Rameses,  Prince  of  Heliopolis.  *He  is  dead  now  and 
the  foremost  authority  upon  his  life  is  a  professor  by  the 
name  of  Budge. 


The  Resolution 
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UpltfterS! 


Ontario  is  probably  as  dry  as  any  territory  can  be  made 
under  a  legally  enforced  prohibition  policy.  Compared 
to  the  average  American  city  it  is  a  Sahara.  The  current 
belief  is  that  water  wagons  will  shortly  be  hired  to  sprinkle 
the  lakes  to  keep  the  bull  frogs  from  kicking  up  the  dust. 
And  yet  the  year-end  festivities  in  the  banner  province  are 
admitted  to  make  similar  orgies  in  outside  points  resemble 
afternoon  tea  with  the  vicar's  deaf  aunt.  The  Winnipeg 
rake  after  ushering  in  the  infant  year  in  an  entirely  satis- 
factory fashion  is  forced  to  admit  that  he  is  not  quite  the 
tippling  toreador  he  presumed  before  reading  the  Toronto 
papers.  The  Montreal  matador,  after  watching  his  Ameri- 
can cousins  disport  themselves  in  the  time-honored  manner 
of  all  true  devotees  of  Bacchus,  concludes  that  he  has  his 
own  little  corner  of  Hades  within  easy  reach.  When  the 
Ontario  news  seeps  in  he  gives  himself  up. 

Ontario  is  receiving  a  goodly  amount  of  advertisement 
as  the  ideal  place  for  raising  a  ruckus.  A  few  more  years 
shall  roll  and  the  tourist  trade  from  the  rest  of  the  nation 
should  put  the  American  quota  in  the  background. 

All  this  in  the  tenth  year  of  prohibition.  Is  that  pretty? 
Is  that  nice? 

We  are  having  our  fun  and  the  so-called  liberated  prov- 
inces look  on  with  envy.     It  is  a  very  satisfactory  state  of 


affairs  and  should  continue  for  some  time  if  a  compara- 
tively new  movement  does  not  spoil  it  all.  The  agitators 
referred  to  are  a  lugubrious  band  who  are  always  present 
where  happiness  reigns.  They  stand  on  the  outside  of  the 
crowd  and  view  with  alarm.  These  dismal  gentlemen  want 
to  rob  us  of  our  inviolable  franchise  of  joy;  they  want  to 
repeal  prohibition. 

The  Moderation  League  and  other  bands  of  reformers 
are  out  to  reduce  amusements  to  the  doleful  measure  of 
Winnipeg  and  Vancouver.  Such  uplifters  as  they,  regard- 
ing a  flask-fomented  fiesta,  cannot  appreciate  the  charming 
spirit  of  lawlessness  behind  it  and  with  one  deadly  blow 
would  destroy  it  all.  Where  would  be  the  distinction  of 
bringing  a  bottle  of  whiskey  to  a  coming-out  dance  if 
these  objects  were  obtainable  merely  by  entering  a  govern- 
ment liquor  store?  Consider  how  many  prominent  stags- 
about-town  would  be  robbed  of  their  only  claim  to  fame. 

These  cranks  maintain  that  there  is  altogether  too  much 
snobbishness  among  those  who  can  acquire  a  glorious  jag 
any  time  they  feel  so  disposed.  Well,  why  should  there  not 
be?  It  is  to  be  hoped  for  the  sake  of  the  nice  red-hot  repu- 
tation the  province  is  acquiring  and  in  the  interests  of  high- 
jinks  generally  that  these  busybodies  will  not  gain  their 
way. 


G9DLIN 


13 


dotage  Canabien 


The  Old-Fashioned  Winter 

Shed  a  tear,  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
for  the  days  that  are  gone — the  days 
when  the  ice  on  Weller's  pond  froze 
up  in  November  and  stayed  solid  un- 
til March,  the  days  when  the  snow 
was  eight-feet  deep  all  over  town  on 
New  Year's  morning,  the  days  when 
the  thermometer  never  registered  higher 
than  thirty   below    for   weeks   on  end. 

Ask  grandpa — he  knows!  It 
doesn't  matter  if  the  weatherman  says 
to-day  is  the  coldest  January  tenth  in 
sixty  years.  Everybody  knows  about 
the  weatherman.  He  hasn't  any  more 
reputation  for  veracity  than  an  insur- 
ance agent  has  for  bashfulness.  Why 
he  can't  even  tell  you  what  it's  going 
to  be  like  to-morrow,  let  alone  what 
it  was  like  fifty  years  ago!  But  ask 
grandpa,  and  you'll  get  the  truth — 
just  as  he  remembers  it. 

Yes,  sir,  the  winters  are  getting 
warmer.  There's  no  doubt  about  it. 
You  don't  hear  of  people  getting  their 
faces  frozen  the  way  you  used  to  and 
as  for  real  blizzards,  well,  you  just 
never  see  them  nowadays.  Perhaps  it 
is  as  some  say,  that  the  location  of  the 
North  Pole  is  changing.  Perhaps 
not.    It's  hard  to  tell. 

At  any  rate,  there's  one  other 
funny  thing  about  the  situation — the 
summers  aren't  as  hot  as  they  once 
were,  either.  No,  sir,  the  winters  are 
not  so  cold  nor  are  the  summers  eo 
hot  as  they  used  to  be. 

Do  you  suppose  they  ever  were? 

— K.  C. 

*      *      * 

A   Dragon  or  a   Windmill 

"There  is  in  circulation,"  says 
Premier  Ferguson,  according  to  the 
Mail  and  Empire,  "a  great  deal  of 
objectionable  literature.  Inquiry  shows 
that  a  large  portion  of  it  finds  circu- 
lation through  what  are  ordinarily 
known  as  lending  libraries    .     .     ." 

"The  department  is  considering  the 
passing  of  legislation  that  will  only 
permit  such  libraries  to  operate  under 
a  permit  from  the  Department.  This 
will  put  them  under  inspection  and 
have  the  effect  of  raising  the  standard 
and  eliminating  the  objectionable 
books." 


Leave-taking 

Perhaps    to-morrow    you    will    say 

.  .  good-bye 

And,    with   pretence    of    sorrow    on 

your  part, 
Tell    me    that    love's    sweet    game 

'twixt  you  and  I 
Is  o'er,  and  you'll  feel  sad  for  my 

poor  heart 
You  fear  you're,  breaking. 
Oh,  you'd  be  taking 
The  road  alone  again;  we've  loved 

a   week; 
To   strive   a   heart,    that's    mine    no 

more,  to  hold 
I  would   be  silly,   so  you'll  say,   to 

seek. 
And    of    the    sad   futility    of    love 

grown  cold 
You  may  remind  me  ...  . 
//  you   can  find  me. 

— Stephen    Moon. 


Hst!  The  dear  public  are  again 
in  danger  of  having  their  frag  le  mor- 
a's  perverted.  This  time  it  is  the  in- 
sidious influence  of  the  lending  lib- 
rary reaching  out  its  filthy  tentacles  to 
ensnare  us,  to  incite  us  to  crime  and 
debauchery.     It  must  be  w.th  a   great 


"So  you  think  that  Lighlhead  is  a 
lowbrow  ?" 

"Til  say  he  is.  Why,  he  even  uses 
headache  powders  in  his  shoes." 


sense  of  gratification  that  the  said  dear 
public  goes  to  bed  each  night  safe  in  the 
knowledge  that  the  forces  of  reform 
are  ever  watchful  against  its  enemies. 
Here  we  were,  jogging  along,  one  way 
or  another,  believing  that  all  was  well, 
and  all  the  time  right  under  our  very 
noses  lurked  this  monster — the  lending 
library !  Life  is  in  sooth  perilous  in 
the  twentieth   century. 

The  government  is  considering  tak- 
ing upon  itself  the  role  of  authority 
supreme  in  a  matter  of  literature.  In 
other  words,  a  book  will  be  approved 
or  condemned  according  to  the  re- 
action it  causes  upon  the  sensitive  minds 
of  the  members  of  a  newly  established 
department.  If  the  effect  of  some  of 
this  literature  is  as  potent  as  claimed 
this  department  should  be  an  interest- 
ing place  at  the  end  of  a  few  months. 
Who  will  comprise  the  censorship 
board  membership?  Without  using  the 
other  two  guesses,  we  suggest  it  will 
be  someone  who  was  instrumental  in 
causing  this  mild  ruckus.  In  other 
words,  it  will  be  some  pure  souls  whose 
ardent  preoccupation  with  the  finer 
things  of  life  has  inevitably  made  them 
familiar  with  the  existence  of  smut 
in  out  of  the  way  places. 

We  object  to  having  our  mentality 
judged  by  these  standards.  As  for 
those  of  the  same  ilk  as  the  self-ap- 
pointed investigators,  they  will  pamper 
their  tastes  anyway,  either  through  the 
American  so-called  "Art"  magazines 
sold  everywhere  or  otherwise.  Some- 
one was  telling  us  the  other  day  that 
there  was  a  prohibition  law  in  these  ' 
parts   covering  spirituous   liquors. 

Lending  libraries  are  established  al- 
most exclusively  in  communities  of  the 
better  type.  They  stock  those  titles 
which  they  believe  will  be  popular.  If 
filth  is  wanted  in  our  leading  centres 
we  are  in  a  bad  way. 

It  is  likely,  however,  that  it  is  against 
the  frankness  of  the  modern  novel  that 
the  crusaders  of  rectitude  are  girding 
on  their  swords,  the  frankness  that  has 
had  the  effect  of  showing  up  the  stupid, 
back-stairs  novel  of  an  earlier  day  for 
the  tripe  that  it  was.  The  busybodies 
are   at   it   again;    we   are   in    for   some 

(Continued  on  page.il) 
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"Do  you  know  what  stage  fright  is?" 
"Yes,  a  show  like  we  saw  last  night!" 

A  Hopeless  Case 

Dear  Jack: 

I  went  to  see  Ronald  Doyle  the  other  day.  I'm  afraid 
it's  as  bad  as  they  say.  I  know  you'll  feel  it  deeply.  The 
asylum  authorities  do  not  consider  him  dangerous  and  I 
was  allowed  to  talk  to  him  privately.  He  has  been  there 
three   months.      I   was   his   first   visitor. 

"Ronald,"  I  said,  as  soon  as  we  were  alone,  "what  fan- 
tastic theory  of  yours  has  led  you  to  do  this?  You  know 
as  well  as  I  do  that  you  are  perfectly  sane." 

"Oh,  I  don't  know,"  he  replied,  "it's  very  nice  and 
quiet  here.  Let's  not  talk  about  it.  What  have  you  been 
doing  lately?"  I)     | 

I  saw  my  opportunity ;  I  must  interest  him  in  the  really 
important  things  of  life  again.  This,  I  felt  sure,  would  in- 
duce him  to  throw  off  what  we  were  convinced  was  a  mask 
and  restore  him  to  a  world  in  which  he  had  once  held  an 
important  place. 

"Why,  Ronny,"  I  said  enthusiastically,  "I've  been 
having  a  wonderful  time.  Last  Tuesday  there  was  a  dance 
out  at  the  club;  we  got  in  at  three  a.m.,  drove  out  to  Harry's 
had  a  shower  and  were  down  at  business  by  nine  with  a 
change  of  clotSing  picked  up  on  the  way.  That  night  we 
had  a  smoker  for  Jim ;  I  lost  fifty  at  Spit-in-the-Ocean,  but 
made  it  up  again  at  bridge.  Boy,  what  a  night!  Thurs- 
day night  was  the  Crawfords'  At-Home  and  on  Friday 
we  started  out  for  Ottawa ;  drove  all  night.  Big  reunion 
there,  you  know.  Next  week  we're  all  going  to  the  Fish's 
with  a  breakfast  party  at  Tom's  after." 

I  looked  for  answering  enthusiasm  in  Ronny 's  face,  but 
saw  no  trace.  He  looked  at  me  in  that  queer,  puzzled  way 
and  said:    "Whv?" 

Undeterred   I    turned  to  business. 


"The  firm's  making  great  progress,"  I  said.  "We  have 
a  new  efficiency  expert  on  the  staff  who  has  a  great  idea 
for  saving  money.  We  use  both  sides  of  all  letterheads 
now  and  we  hope  it  will  be  no  time  before  the  practice 
becomes  general.  We've  circularized  every  member  of  all 
the  progress  clubs  in  the  country  for  their  O.K.  Got  to 
have  public  approval  and  co-operation,  you  know.  You 
should  have  been  at  the  luncheon  we  had  last  week;  had 
Cyrus  X.  Domore,  the  great  pep  expert.  Boy,  what  a 
talk  he  gave  us!  I  came  away  really  inspired.  All  the 
competing  firms  in  our  line  are  going  to  get  together  and 
exchange  trade  secrets  to  help  each  other  along.  Real 
stuff,  eh,  Ronny?" 

A  guard  passed  by  and  Ronny  immediately  began  mak- 
ing funny  faces  at  him.  As  soon  as  he  had  gone  Ronny 
resumed  his  accustomed  manner.  "The  requirements  are 
stiff   here,"    he    said. 

I  gripped  him  by  the  shoulder. 

"Look  here,  Ronny,"  I  cried,  "you  don't  know  what 
you're  missing  in  this  jolly  old  world;  events  of  interest 
every  day.  Look  at  the  French  cabinets;  look  at  the 
league  of  nations,  inventions — why  they've  got  out  a  new 
weapon  that  can  destroy  a  whole  city  in  half  an  hour ! 
Something  new  every  day:  there's  a  Washington  woman 
starting  a  campaign  to  institute  longer  skirts  for  women; 
and  the  theatres:  there's  a  new  revue  coming  to  town 
next  week,  'The  Paris  Pets'  which,  between  you  and  me, 
is  the  most  daring  ever  seen.  They're  talking  about  Can- 
ada starting  a  new  lake  north  of  Superior  so  Chicago  can 
have  all  the  water  it  wants.  Boy,  we're  getting  on,  and 
you're  missing  it!" 

But  Ronny,  once  my  best  friend,  looked  at  me  with 
an  air  singularly  devoid  of  enthusiasm.  I  could  see  from 
his  expression  that  his  mind  failed  to  grasp  the  significance 
of  my  words. 

"I'm  afraid  I'll  have  to  go  now,"  he  said,  "it's  time 
for  my  bed-time  story.  Then  I'll  read  awhile  before  turn- 
ing in.     It  was  nice  of  you  to  come." 

Unwillingly  I  was  forced  to  admit  it:  Ronny  is  hope- 
lessly insane. 

So  long,  old  boy,  see  you  at  the  Pep  Club's  Convention 
next   week.  BOB.  —J.E.McD. 


,..„.^fggp; 


How  a  slight  draught  feels  when  you  have  a  cold. 
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Montreal  and  Back! 

Two  o'clock  in  the  morning — a 
sort  of  hazy  disquietude — then  an 
awakening  to  the  realization  that 
George  Stoddart,  my  room-mate  at  the 
Chi  Upsilon  house  was  sitting  on  his 
bed  opposite  and  talking  to  me. 

"Eyes,"  he  was  saying,  "the  color 
of  a  summer  sky,  hair  of  the  shade  of 
ripe,  new  corn  and  a  figure — oh,  boy! 
— a  figure  worthy  of  Neptune  her- 
self!" 

"Neptune!"  I  said.  "I  guess  you 
mean  Venus." 

"Well,  one  of  those,"  he  responded, 
rather  crossly.      "What's  it  matter?" 

"It  doesn't  matter,"  I  said,  hastily. 
"It's  wonderful  just  as  it  is.  Go  on. 
Where  does  she  work?" 

"She  doesn't  work,"  replied  George. 
"She's  an  artist." 

"An  artist,"  I  exclaimed. 

"Well,  an  actress,"  said  George. 
"They  call  themselves  artists,  you 
know." 

"Oh,  I  see,"  I  said.  "She's  an 
actress,  eh?  I  hope  you  told  her  she 
had  a  Neptune-like  figure." 

"No,  I  didn't,"  he  admitted.  "I 
didn't  think  of  it.  But  I  told  her  a 
lot  of  other  things." 

"You  did,  did  you?"  I  replied, 
sternly.  "Well,  now,  perhaps  you'll 
tell  me  why  the  blankety,  blankety 
blank  you've  wakened  me  up  at  two 
o'clock  in  the  morning?" 

"Well,  it's  Ike  this,"  he  responded 
soothingly.  "I  want  your  advice. 
You  see  the  company  that  Antoinette 
— that's  her  name — is  with  left  for 
Montreal  to-night.  I  told  her  I  would 
follow  in  a  day  or  two." 

"But  why?"  I  inquired. 

"Because,"  he  answered,  soulfully, 
"I  love  her  with  as  pure,  as  high,  as 
unfaltering  a  love  as  ever  man — " 

"Applesauce,"  I  interrupted. 
"When  did  you  meet  this  — er — Nep- 
tune?" 

"Just  to-night,"  replied  George. 
"That's  the  pity  of  it.  It  was  a  case 
of  love  at  first  sight.  You  see,  I  had 
taken  Mary  Forbes,  the  professor's 
daughter,  down  to  see  'Naughty  Nel- 
lie's N'ghtie,'  which  is  the  play  An- 
toinette is  in.  Well,  as  soon  as  she 
came  out  on  the  stage  I  knew  I  had 
met    my    fate.      I    got    around    back- 


"Gee,  Bill,  we're  lucky  we  didn't  hit  the  other  one.   It  was  the  minister. 
"No  we  ain't  either.    The  one  We  hit's  my  old  man." 


stage  and  met  her  during  the  inter- 
mission and  then  took  her  down  to  the 
station.  I  would  have  gone  stra  ght 
to  Montreal  to-night  but  the  son-of-a- 
gun  of  a  ticket  clerk  wouldn't  trust  m; 
for  the  price  of  the  fare." 

"What  happened  to  Mary 
Forbes?"  I  inquired. 

A  blank  look  came  over  George's 
face. 

"Now  that  you  mention  it,  I  don't 
remember,"  he  said,  thoughtfully.  "I 
guess  she  must  have  gone  home." 

"Probably,"  I  agreed.  "Still,  I 
don't  see  why  you  had  to  wake  me 
up." 

"Well,  it's  like  this,"  said  George, 
"I'm  sort  of  short  of  funds  right  now 
and  I  thought  perhaps  you  could  ad- 
vise me  as  to  how  to  get  some  money. 
I  thought  maybe  you  might  have  fifty 
or  a  hun — " 

(Continued  on  page  SO) 


Static! 

Snip:  "Why  did  they  throw  you 
out  of  the  radio   broadcasting  room?" 

Snap:  "For  blowing  my  nose  when 
the  health  specialist  was  making  his 
talk  on  'How  to  keep  from  catching 
cold  in  the  winter  time!'  ' 
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Futile  Words 

(  1  )    "I  can  fix  this  roller  blind." 

(2)  "Alfred  dear,  I  think  you  should  have  the  coal 
company  send  up  six  or  seven  tons  of  nice,  shiny,  black 
anthracite." 

(3)  "Perhaps  the  doorman  won't  see  me  going  in." 

(4)  "Try  a  size  three  shoe  on  my   foot." 

(5)  "Next  month  I  am  going  to  save  money,  and  go  to 
bed  each  night  at    10.45." 

(6)  "Maybe  the  landlord  will   forget  about  the  rent." 

Occupational  Reading 

For  barbers:   Hair-raising  stories. 

For  bald-headed  men:  Ditto. 

For   butchers :    Red-blooded   tales. 

For  farmers:  Harrowing  tales. 

For  condemned  murderers  (if  any)  :  Breathless  stories  with 

suspended  action. 
For  elderly  ladies:    Highly-colored  yarns. 
For  school  teachers :  Stories  with  big  strapping  heroes. 


M.D.J.+J.H.S. 

"/  have  a  book  you  ought  to  read,  my  dear.  Shall  I  lend 
it  to  you?" 

"Heavens,  no,  darling,  I  can  I  even  find  lime  to  read 
all  the  books  I  ought  not  to." 


G.M.R. 

"So  you  were  at  Harry's  blow-out  the  other  night?" 
"Yes,  I  amused  the  girls  while  he  fixed  it." 

For  millers:  Serials. 

For  high  school  students:  Triangle  stones. 

For  anti-prohibitionists:  Stories  with  lots  of  punch. 

For  railway  men :  Tales  with  fast-moving  plots. 

For  motorists:   Smashing  adventure  stories. 

For  flappers:  Thrilling  stories  that  bare  the  soul. 

— R.  K.  Hall. 

Paranoia  in  the  Sixth    Lustrum 

Anne  was  beautiful,  but  intelligent.  Although  she  was 
always  asking  me  what  I  thought  of  books  I'd  never  read, 
she  never  high-hatted  about  men  who  had  proposed  to  her. 
She  criticised,  in  sophisticated  fashion,  all  known  theories 
of  free  love,  from  King  Solomon's  to  Bernard  Shaw's — 
but  her  father  always  started  coughing  about  12.15  a.m. 
So   I   got  me   a  new  woman. 

Ins  had  large,  dark  eyes  and  black  hair  sweeping  back 
from  a  broad,  white,  beautiful  forehead.  In  her  gaze  there 
was  something  Sphinx-like ;  a  tranced  look  that  made  men 
turn  and  gape.  She  never  saw  them.  She  seemed  engrossed 
in  some  ineffable  problem,  transcending  ordinary  human 
experience — but  I  found  out  that  she  was  only  thinking 
of  the  next  meal — if  of  anything. 

So   I  got  me   a  new  woman. 

Marion  knew  she  was  the  Woodbury's.  She  had  once 
read  an  epigram  of  Mencken's,  and  always  kissed  with  her 
mouth  half  open.  Her  husband  was  a  commercial  travel- 
ler, and  he  kept  to  his  schedule — but  she  told  me  she'd  been 
to  see   "His   Hour"   four   times, 

So   I  got  me   a  new  woman. 

Helen    could    dance   with    a    tailor's    dummy    and    make 
people   think   he   was    Maurice.      Her  dresses   showed   im- 
( Continued  on  page  10) 
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Lady,   the  fan  you  lightly  hold 
Was  meant  to  cool  that  gentle  brow; 
A  fan  was  made  to  steal  away 
A  maiden  s  blush,  I  trow. 

But  you,  in  wanton  wickedness. 
Abuse   this   kind   invention. 
And  use  an  engine  of  release 
Beyond  its  plain   intention. 

For  when  your  roguish  eyes  ap- 
pear. 
Above  its  slender  frame, 
You  fan  the  passion   in  my  breast 
Unto  a  fiercer  flame. 

— Stephen  Moon. 
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Lady  of  the  house:  "Haven't  you  finished  yet,  plumber?    Dear,  dear! 
at  all  that  water!" 

Plumber:  "Now  don't  you  worry,  ma'am.     I'm  used  to  getlin    my  feet 


Look 
wet!" 


Solving  the  Book-case  Problem 

When  I  was  a  bachelor  my  humble 
"diggins"  boasted  a  strong  and  de- 
pendable set  of  shelves  upon  which 
the  works  of  Walt  Whitman  and  Ella 
Wheeler  Wilcox  nudged  each  other 
without  thought  of  precedence  or  per- 
sonal appearance.  It  was  a  large 
book-case,  constructed  originally,  I 
believe,  by  my  uncle  Ned  who  was 
always  handy  with  tools.  From  his 
penitentiary  cell,  where  his  natural  ap- 
titude along  these  lines  finally  took 
him,  he  must  often  have  looked  back 
upon  the  happy  days  when  he  made 
my  shelves  out  of  an  old  side-board. 
I  had  grown  attached  to  them,  my- 
self; I  remember  that  there  was  a 
large  nail  projecting  from  one  end 
which  uncle  Ned  had  not  had  time  to 
finish  off.  It  was  convenient  for  hang- 
ing things  on. 

But  my  wife  is  a  woman  who  values 
appearances  rather  highly  and  her  ap- 
probation of  uncle  Ned's  book-case 
was  limited.  She  ordered  a  new  one 
made  by  some  local  cabinet  makers. 
These  cabinet  makers  apparently  made 
cabinets  on  the  present  French  style ; 
within  a  week  a  new  one  was  necessary. 
I  favored  resurrecting  uncle  Ned's.  In 
the  early  hours  of  the  morning  we 
agreed  to  arbitration.  We  invited  all 
our  literary   friends  to   a  house-warm- 


ing and  laid  the  question  before  them. 
Since  then  I  am  free  to  announce  we 
have  had  no  need  of  a  book-case. 
Harvey  Blunt  did  bring  back  Pil- 
grim's Progress.  But  he  hadn't  bor- 
rowed it  from  us. 

The  Five  O'Clock  Rush 

Bong!  Bong!  Bong!  Bong!  Bong! 
The  great  clocks  in  the  department 
stores  sound  it;  clothes  are  thrown  over 
the  counters;  a  score  of  late  shoppers 
argue  with  the  doormen ;  in  a  thous- 
and offices  clocks,  that  have  been 
coaxed  all  day,  finally  condescend  to 
show  five ;  the  typewriters  stop  chat- 
tering;    five     thousand     stenographers 


Jester  (to  aviator)  :  "Doesn't  this 
high  flying  gel  on  your  nerves?" 

Aviator:  "Well,  it  makes  me  soar 
every  lime  I  leave  the  hangar." 


powder  their  noses  in  front  of  three-by- 
four  mirrors;  the  big  executives  tele- 
phone for  their  limousines  and  the  night 
watchmen  wake  up  for  breakfast. 

Suddenly    the   streets   are   crowded. 

" — an'  that  new  floorwalker  comes 
over  to-day  and  tries  to  pull  an 
Adolphe  Menjou;  canyamagine  ut, 
th'  big  simp?" 

" — At  the  club  at  n.ne  sharp,  and 
bring  some   lemons." 

" — Missus  Figgens,  says  I,  just  be- 
cause you're  in  Dress  Goods  and  I'm 
only  in  Underwear  you  needn't  think 
you're  any  better  than  I  am,  I  says." 
' — Listen,  Georgina,  the  boss  says 
to  me  to-day." 

" — Who     the     ■     d'ye 

think  y'are?  When  the  signal  says 
Stop  that  don't  mean  step  on  the  gas. 
Get  back  outa  there!" 

" — No,  she  says,  the  small  car 
wasn't  good  enough  for  Bill,  now  he's 
doing  so  well, — an'  him  out  of  work 
since  last  June." 

" — Say,   get  the  offa 

my  feet." 

" — You're  wonderful.  Jack,  you're 
so  different!" 

A  Condensed  Tale 

Prologue 
Old  Steve  had  never  been  known  to 
agree  with  anybody. 

Chapter   One 
All    Steve    Barker's    life    he    had 
dreamed   of   and   schemed   for   a   trip 
to  the  South  Sea  Islands. 
Chapter  Two 
Eventually  the  scheming  bore  fruit 
and  his  dreams  came  true.     The  boat 
set  sail. 

Chapter    Three 
The  boat  is  wrecked. 

Epilogue 
Steve    agrees   with    some   cannibals. 

— /.  T.  B. 

Things  an  R.M.C.  cadet  (equip- 
ped with  a  scarlet  tunic,  a  pill-box  hat 
and  a  swagger-stick)  has  been  mis- 
taken for  in  New  York: 

A  North-West  mounted  policeman, 
a  movie  usher,  an  escaped  lunatic,  an 
advertisement  for  something,  a  guest  on 
his  way  to  a  masquerade,  a  bell-hop, 
a  university  freshman  being  initiated 
into  a  fraternity,  an  election-bet  loser. 
— Huron  Barnes. 


Little  Heidelburg  will  certainly  never  again  throw  stones  at  the  dinosaurs  when  they  are  at  dinner. 
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Mistress:  "Is  that  all  the  work  you  can  do  in  an  hour?" 

New  Charlady:    "Well,  ma'am,  I  daresay  I  could  do  more,  but  I  never  Was  one  for  showin    off." 


Advance  Male  Styles  For  1926 

Both  Parisian  and  London  fashion  experts  are  agreed 
that  trousers  will  be  worn  next  spring. 

The  well-dressed  young  college  man  will  be  able  to  take 
from  two  to  three  steps  before  his  Oxford  bags  begin  to 
move. 

It  is  confidently  predicted  that  elderly  men  fond  of  that 
careless  effect  will  wear  vests  fancifully  decorated  in  front 
with  assorted  egg  stains  and  grease  spots. 

Everything  points  to  the  fact  that  socks,  belts  and  hand- 
kerchiefs will  lose  none  of  their  popularity  during  the  coming 
season. 

Hip  pockets  will  be  wider,  deeper,  and  fuller  than  ever. 

There  is  a  movement  on  foot  to  make  the  Oxford  more 
popular  for  walking  purposes. 

It  is  understood  that  the  correct  thing  for  the  golfer 
will  be  plus  fours,  m:nus  trousers,  and  one  to  carry. 

Toward  June  there  will  be  a  distinct  trend  in  the  direc- 
tion of  lighter,  knee-length  underwear. 

Among  married  men,  perforated  socks  are  bound  to 
enjoy  a   tremendous  vogue. 

For  a  few  months  after  Christmas  many  ties  of  startling 
colour  and  novel  des;gn  will  be  worn.  —  R.  K.  Hall. 


"This  hurts  me  more  than  it  does  you!"  howled  Uncle 

Wiggily,  as  he  spanked  the  naughty  little  Porcupine  Boy. 

*       *       * 

Undelivered  Speeches 

"Chestnut  Street?  Sorry,  but  I  haven't  any  idea  where 
it  is." 

"How  do  you  do?  It  doesn't  give  me  a  spark  of  plea- 
sure to  meet  you." 

"Ladies  and  genltemen:  I  don't  know  any  more  about 
running  the  affairs  of  this  country  than  you  do — in  fact, 
probably  a  good  deal  less  than  many  of  you — and  I  can't 
promise  you  that  there  will  be  any  improvement  if  I  am  elect- 
ed, but  all  the  same  I  earnestly  solicit  your  vote  and  influ- 
ence in  the  approaching  election." 

"I  admit,  gentlemen  of  the  press,  that  I  have  spent  the 
last  few  months  touring  Europe,  and  I  am  glad  once  more 
to  set  foot  in  God's  country,  but  I  haven't  the  least  idea 
what  is  the  matter  with  Europe  and  I  can  think  of  no  way 
of  solving  European  problems." 

"Nine  years  since  we  last  met,  eh?  Well,  you  look  at 
least  fifteen  years  older." 

"No,  there  isn't  any  chance  of  striking  oil  where  we're 
drilling,  but  the  men  at  the  head  of  this  company  are  out 
(Continued  on  page   42) 
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If  the  Advertisements  Told  All 
There  Is  To  Know 

For  Sale — Town  and  Country  Houses 
Fascinating  log  cabin  in  the  heart  of 
the  pine  woods.  Quaint  diamond-paned 
windows  and  one  door  with  one  hinge 
that  falls  over  on  your  face  every  time 
you  open  it.  The  roof  is  so  low  you 
can  hardly  turn  in  bed  without  scrap- 
ing your  shoulder  on  the  rafters,  and 
there  is  a  hole  at  the  top  where  the 
chimney  should  be  and  isn't,  which  the 
cat  falls  through  on  cold  nights. 

Delightful  stucco  house  on  river  lot. 
Ideal  location  but  cold,  awfully  cold. 
Owner  had  to  sleep  in  the  living-room 
all  last  winter  and  keep  the  preserves 
on  the  piano.  One  morning  when  he 
woke  up  he  found  that  the  preserves 
had  frozen.  They  had  burst  the  seal- 
ers and  risen  two  inches  above  the  rim, 
with  the  lids  still  sticking  rakishly  on 
top.  They  looked  like  small  purple 
creatures  with  long  reddish  necks,  leer- 
ing at  him. 

Five-roomed  suburban  cottage  with 
interesting  pergola  and  mullions,  but 
the  foundation  is  still  unfinished  and 
the  house  tilts  forward  slightly,  mak- 
ing it  look  like  a  fly  caught  in  sticky 
fly-paper.  Floods  every  spring  up  to 
top  of  basement  windows.  If  you  want 
to  be  carried  away  completely,  this  is 
just  the  place  for  you. 
*       *       * 

A  parking  place  is  where  you  leave 
your  car  to  have  the  bumpers  and  fend- 
ers bent  up  and  the  lights  knocked  off 
it!  —H.A.C. 


"Oh,  mummy,  I  do  hope  he  cant  hear  what  I'm  thinking." 


"Your  larynx,  thorax  and  epiglottis 
appear  to  be  affected." 

"Gosh!  I  thought  I  had  throat 
trouble!" 


References 

The  papers  lately  chronicled  the 
news  that  Clarence  Darrow  had  had  a 
valet  for  the  past  fifteen  years.  Yester- 
day I  saw  Clarence  Darrow.  That 
valet  had  better  hold  on  to  the  job 
he's  got.  On  the  basis  of  his  pres- 
ent performance  he'd  never  be  able  to 
secure  another  position. 

— Huron  Barnes 


Explained 

"William,"  demanded  his  teacher, 
"Why  didn't  you  get  your  father  to 
sign  your  report  card,  as  I  told  you?" 

"Couldn't  do  it,  ma'am,"  Willie 
replied.  "He  ain't  been  home  since  ma 
caught   Santa   Claus   kissing  the   hired 

girl."  —  J.H.S. 

*       *       * 

If  a  kidnapper  swipes  a  millionaire's 
infant  hope,  is  he  taking  the  heir? 
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A    Winter  Sport. 


Speaking  of  Winter  Sports 

Drawings  by  A.  B.  SAWTELLE 


Taking  your  girl  lo  the  hockey  game  is  a  rugged  winter  sport.    Only  the 
hardiest  can  stand  the  exposure. 


To  the  most  adventuresome  We  would  recommend  motoring 

as   a   winter  sport  that   holds   the   element   of   chance   and 

plenty  of  wholesome  out-door  exercise. 


The  rotogravure  section  of  the  Sunday  papers  sometimes  shows 

strange  winter  pastimes  for  strange  people.     We  never  like  thai 

hardy  perennial:  the  picture  of  Professor  Xzwowski,  the  human 

polar  bear,  polar  bearing. 
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Nor  do  we  like  the  photograph  of  Miss  Ella  Pneumonia,  of  New- 
tonville  Centre,  who  has  gone  to  New  York  to  express  herself, 
expressing  herself  in  Central  Park.  "Spring  is  coming!  Spring  is 
coming!"  she  chirrups.  We  doubt  if  she'll  live  till  then.  Her 
chances    of    going    back    to    Newtonville    Centre    are    good    — 

by  express. 


Or  Lady  Diana  Gil 

Martyne,   fancy  ski 

jumper   at  San 

Morilz. 


We  really  prefer  to  see  snap-shots  of  Mrs.   Croesus 
taken  on  the  sands  of  Palm  Beach. 


But,  speaking  of  winter  sports,  well,  personally 
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"Great  Scott!    A  Week's  growth  of  eyebrow!" 

— Cornell  Widow. 


Though  no  savage  comes  to  borrow  arrows  for  die 

hunt  tomorrow. 
Still  the  old  folks  cry  in  sorrow.  "What  are  young 

folks  coming  to?"  — Exchange. 

*  *       * 

Usher — "Are  you  a  friend  of  the  groom?' 
Madam — "Oh,  my,  no!   I'm  the  bride's  mother." 

— N.  Y.  U.  Medley. 

*  *       * 

He — "Tell  me.  Miss  Jones,  what  do  you  think  of 
the  Turkish  atrocities?" 

She — "Sir!    I'll   have   you   understand  that   I'm   one 
of  the  few  girls  who  still  refrain  from  smoking." 

— Pointer. 

*  *       * 

Ollie — "That  girl  of  yours  looks  like  a  Texas  oil 
field?" 

Oskie — "Ah,  you  mean  like  a  million  dollars?" 
Ollie — -"Naw,    like   a   wildcat   speculation." 

— Oregon  Ag.  Orange  Owl. 

*  *       * 

Judge:  "Ten  days'  or  ten  dollars;  hurry  up." 
Prisoner:  "I'll  take  my  time." 

— Wesleyan  Wasp. 


What  Are  Young   Folks  Coming  To? 

When  the  Dinosaurus  ambled  and  the  Stegosaurus 

rambled, 
And  the  Brontosaurus  gamboled,  ere  the  Carbon  Age 

was  through; 
Mother  Dinosaur  was  saying,  all  her  troubled  mind 

betraying, 
All  her  soul  within  her  praying,  "What  are  young 

folks  coming  to?" 

"Not  content  with  being  lizards,  they  must  go  and 
grow  them  gizzards, 

Feathers  that  will  weather  blizzards,  and  a  pair  of 
useless  wings! 

Oh,  I  know  'twill  bring  but  sadness — oh,  I  know 
there  can't  come  gladness, 

Only  anguish  from  the  madness  of  these  wild  high- 
flying things!" 

When  the  Cave  Man  mined  the  courses  of  the  flint 

vein  to  its  sources, 
And  the  first  lad  caught  two  horses,  for  a  ride  with 

Sweetheart  Sue; 
Then  the  old  folks  all  were  gasping,  icy  hands  their 

hearts  were   grasping. 
While   they   asked   in  voices   rasping.     "What   are 

young  folks  coming  to?" 
"Not  content  with  feet  to  walk  on,  they  must  ride 

on  horses  too!" 

Now  with  countless  years  behind  us,  still  a  seeing 

mind  will  find  us 
With  a  token  still  to  bind  us  to  the  ages  we've  been 

through ; 


Maiden  Aunt:  "Now,  Oswald,  you  must  eat  your  oat- 
meal or  you'll  never  get  a  man!" 

Oswald:  "Aunty,  is  thai  why  you  eat  yours?" 

— Brown  Jug. 
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Symbolise 

A  Triple  Play  by  Edmund  Grandstand 
(After  a  summer  in  France) 

CHARACTERS 
Jean:  A  homard 
Jeannu:  A  camembert 
Jeannit:   A  tonneau 

SCENE 
A   lonely  moor  in   Tiffany.     Three  characters  enter,  after 

which  it  is  not  lonely  any  moor. 
Jean  (nonchalantly)  :  Commy  voo  porty  voo  monsoo? 
Jeannu    (mal-de-merrily)  :     Liberte,   egalite,   fraternite — en 

casserole. 
Jeannit   (paring  nails  with  boudoir)  :  Asqu  mi  sumthinezi, 

macherie. 
Jean  (suitely)  :  Boys  dee  boolong  champs  elizas. 
Jeanne  (with  insouciance)  :  Vive  la  France.   Vive  l'Amour. 

Veuve  Cliquot.    Cadillacs  the  golf  balls. 
Jeannit   (chevalrously.    The  man  is  hoarse):   Eau  goche! 

The  Follies  Bergere! 
Jean  (sipping  absinthe  from  a  pince-nez)  :  Table  du  hoat  ay 

lay  carte.    Beff  ay  lay  mode. 
Jeannu   (wiping  his  eyes  with  a  gendarme)  :    Pate  de  foie 

gras  dumas  balzac. 
Jeannit  (noively)  :  Mother  pinna  rozon  mi.    Wiskie  sowa? 
Jean  (with  gaucherie)  :  Jee  nee  says  pass  may  belly. 
Jeanne  (with  badinge  mixed  with  goodinage)  :  Demi  tasse 
Moulin  rouge. 


care  au 


Iait. 


Hm  it 


\gggm 


I 


Mister  Johnsing:  "What  kin  uh  gal  is  this  heah  Larcenia 
Coleman?" 

Mister  Bones:  "She's  certainly  one  nem  road  construction 
gals  iff  en  I  evah  saw  one." 

Mister  Johnsing:  "Huccome  she  a  road  construction  gal, 
I  asts  yuh?" 

Mister  Bones:  "Passable,  choclit  soger — passable,  but 
unsafe."  — Tiger. 


Diner:  I  want  my  meal  rare. 

Facetious  Waiter:  Yes,  sir.  How  would  you  like  some 
Pate  of  Pithecanthropus  Gras  or  some  choice  Brontosaurus 
giblets?  — Yale  Record. 

Jeannit    (flipping   dust   from   his   boots   with   a   mouche) : 

Puttona  oldgre  beonnette  meryjene. 
Jean  (garconically)  :  Pardonny  moy  seel  voo  plate.  Mercy 

bouecoo. 
Jeanne   (centimentally)  :  Sault  sainte  marie?    Baton  rouge 

fond  du  lac. 
Jeannit  (clutching  Jean  by  the  throat  with  a  bon  marche)  : 

Smarti,  smarti,  ricq  sticq  starti. 
Jean:   Honey  soyt  quy  mal  wy  pence.     (Drinks  phial  of 

bastille  and  dies.) 
Jeanne    (shooting   himself   with    a    cabaret)  :    Mardi    gras 

touraine  avenue  de  l'opera. 
Jeannit   (sardinneically)  :    Matinee  tude  at  tu.    Givmy  re- 
gardes  tu  brodwee.     (Drowns  himself  in  an  escargot.) 
Le  Fin. 

— Tiger. 

*       *       * 

"To  what  do  you  attribute  your  indebtedness?" 

"Oh,  it's  owing  to  a  great  many  things."  — Tiger. 
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The  American  Scene 

"I  hate  to  put  my  name  to  that," 
said  J.  Harvey  Halibut,  the  novelist  of 
the  minute,  as  he  finished  dictating 
"Ashes  of  Passion,"  "but  we  have  to 
give  the  public  what  it  wants." 

"This  now,  'Ashes  of  Passion'  ain't 
what  I  call  art,"  mused  Mr.  Hymie 
Glotz,  of  Universal-Zussbaum  Super- 
Features,  while  he  signed  the  check  for 
scenario  rights  with  a  large  gold  foun- 
tain pen,  "but  we  got  to  blease  this 
now,  bubhc  I  been  reading  about." 

"Honestly,  dearie,"  complained 
Lesbia  La  Ray  to  her  confidante  where 
they  took  their  ease  in  the  Salon  Pierre 
Louys  Hollywood  bungalow,  "this 
pitcher  we're  working  on  now  makes 
me  sick  to  my  stummick,  honest  it  does, 
You  got  to  forget  art  and  figure  on  the 
box-office  in  this  game,  dearie." 

"That  certainly  was  one  fine  fillum. 
Yes,  sir.  A  very  fine  fillum  indeed." 
Thus  spoke  Mr.  Robert  K.  Dummling, 
of  Cincinnati,  to  his  wife,  who  was  a 
Miss  Kraus,  as  they  left  the  theatre. 
"Personally,"  he  continued,  "I  don't 
like  this  high-art  stuff,  but  in  a  case 
like  this  I  may  say  that  the  end,  ah, 
justifies  the  means." 

All  of  which  proves  nothing,  and 
very  little  of  that.  — Tiger. 

*       *       * 

"What's  the  idea  Tom,  of  putting 
this  benzine  beside  the  fire?  We  will 
have  an  accident." 

"Well,  it's  a  good  thing  everyone 
isn't  as  superstitious  as  you  are." 

— Tiger. 


"Murder!    Assassin!" 
"You  needn't  shout  so  loud!    I'm 
not  deaf!"  — Ruy  Bias,  Paris. 


"When  he  fell  out  of  the  window 
did  he  hurt  himself  much?" 

"No,  he  had  on  his  light  fall  over- 
coat." — Brown  Jug. 

Simple  Everyday  English 

English  Prof. — Will  someone  tell 
us  how  you  could  express  the  thought: 
"Do  not  count  your  chickens  before 
they  are  hatched"? 

Erudite  Stude — I  would  render  it 
this  way:  "Producers  of  poultry  should 
refrain  from  taking  the  census  of  their 
prospective  young  fowls  anterior  to  the 
period  when  incubation  has  been  com- 
pletely  accomplished." 

— Purple  Parrot. 

*  *  * 

In  Geology  Class 

Professor — Mr.  Jones,  what  is  the 
largest  diamond? 

Mr.    Jones     (suddenly    waking)  — 

Er-ah-the  ace.  — Frivol. 

*       *       * 

The  skipper  of  a  British  tramp 
schooner  had  lost  his  bearings  on  a 
stormy  night  and  was  anxiously  study- 
ing an  old  chart. 

"Well,"  he  said  to  the  mate,  point- 
ing to  a  place  on  the  chart,  "if  that's 


Cardiff,   Bill,   we're  orl   right,   but  if 
it's  a  fly  speck,    eaven  'elp  us!" 

— Center  Colonel. 

*  *       * 

To  Live  for  This 

Have  you   felt   the   thrill   of   the   long 

white  hill, 
Where  sled  and  bird  are  one? 
Have  you  slipped  from  the  wing  of  a 

flying  thing, 
Out  into  space  with  a  ring 
And  a  flutter  of  silk, 
Dropped  like  a  plummet?    Fun? 
Have  you  felt  the  strain  of  the  leaping 

train, 
Bolting  down-grade,  running  wild? 
Have  you   felt   the   swerves  of   a  dirt 

track's  curves, 
Clutching     your     wheel     while     your 

nerves 
Snap  in  the  test — 
Streaking  around  the  bowl 
Ahead  of  the  rest?    Mild? 
Have  you  felt  all  of  these  things? 
Great!    Good  enough! 
— But  have  you  ever  stepped  on  a 
Cake  of  soap  when  leaving  your  tub? 

— Columns. 

*  *       * 

"I  am  so  tired." 

"Do  you  need  any  boots?" 

"No!" 

"Neither  do  I.  So  let's  go  into  this 
bootshop  and  have  a  rest  while  we  try 
on  a  few  pairs." 

— Kasper,    Stockholm. 


"The  unemployed  in  England  are 
very  discontented." 

"Then  why  don't  they  go  on 
strike?"  — Le  Rire,  Paris. 
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A  Very  Sophisticated  New  Year! 

The  infant  year  has  already  enough  problems 
on  hand  to  turn  its  hair  (if  any)  grey.  From 
day  to  day  the  solving  of  these  problems  is 
going  to  make  the  most  interesting  reading 
available.  Canada's  greatest  morning  news- 
paper will  tell  the  story  every  day  at  your 
breakfast  table. 


$6.00  delivered,  $5.00  by  mail 
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"And  are  yez  goin    to  Mrs.  Mulligan's  dance?" 
"I  am  not!  She  wrote  R.  S.  V .  P.  on  the  invite,  and  I 
wont  he  insulted  by  nobody!"  — Tiger. 


Litanies  for   the   Overlooked 

(After  Mencken) 

For  Little  Boys 

From  homework,  and  from  medicine ;  from  meekness, 
and  from  aunts  who  want  Lsses;  from  Sunday  clothes,  and 
from  corn-starch  pudding;  from  little  sisters,  and  from  big 
sisters;  from  school,  and  from  the,  "Elsie  Books";  from 
neatness,  and  from  visitors;  from  wash.ng  in  all  its  forms, 
and  from  sitting  still — good  Lord  deliver  us. 

For  the  Readers  of  Humorous  Magazines 

From  stories  about  walking  home  or  swimming  home, 
and  from  pages  and  pages  of  jokes ;  from  breathless  tales 
in  which  the  central  figure  turns  out  to  be  a  cat,  a  dog  or  a 
bird,  and  from,  "all  wet,"  "necking,"  "applesauce,"  and, 
"So's  your  old  man!"  from  pictures  and  paragraphs  which 
represent  the  flapper  as  an  interesting  person,  and  from 
people  who  do  not  read  humorous  magazines — good  Lord 
deliver  us. 

For  Most  Of  Us 

From  indigestion,  and  from  an  inferiority  complex;  from 
Fundamentalists,  and  from  arguing  with  them;  from,  "Ex- 
emplary young  men,"  and  from  committing  murder;  from, 
"swell,"  "nasty,"  "pants,"  and  from,  "kindly  consented"; 
from  poverty,  and  from  getting  run  over  by  an  automobile — 
good   Lord  deliver  us. 

— Ron.  Everson. 


That's  All  There  Is 

"Once  there  was  a  bird  called  the 
moa." 

"Yen?" 

"Yeh,  it's  extinct  now.  There  is 
no  moa."  — Puppet. 

*  *       * 

"Friend  of  mine  visited  the  prison 
lately." 

"How  did  he  find  the  conditions?" 
"Shocking!     In  fact  he  was  electro- 
cuted." — Tiger. 

*  *       * 

Judge:  "Sir  you  are  fined  $10  for 
contempt   of   court." 

Man:  "Judge,  $10  won't  express 
my  contempt  for  your  court;  here  is 
$20."  — Moonshine. 

*  *       * 

It  isn't  so  much  the  heat — it's  the 
bromidity.  — AgWan. 

*  *       * 

She:  "I  wouldn't  think  of  marrying 
such  an  intellectual  monstrosity  and 
physical  misfit  as  you  are — you  numb- 
skull!!     Do  you  get  me?" 

He:  "Well,  from  the  general  trend 
of  your  conversation,  I  should  judge 
not."  — Orange  Owl. 


It  was  said  of  a  recent  prep-school 
graduate  that  one  night  he  left  a  note 
on  his  door  for  his  room-mate,  who 
had  gone  to  the  movies.  This  bore  the 
legend — 

"If  I'm  studying  when  you  get  back, 
wake  me  up."  — Record. 

$  sje  $ 

Dear  Old  Pet:  "Don't  you  know, 
little  boy,  that  you  shouldn't  smoke 
cigarettes?" 

The  Boy:  "I  know  that,  lady,  but 
what  can  I  do?  The  fellers  only  larf 
at  me  when  I  smoke  a  pipe!" 

— Passing  Show. 

He:  "I  certainly  enjoyed  that 
dance." 

She:  "I'm  so  glad.  I  feel  now  that 
I  lost  these  slippers  in  a  good  cause." 

— Siren. 
*       *       * 

Passenger:  "What  makes  this  train 
so  slow?" 

Irate  Conductor:  "If  you  don't  like 
it,  get  off  and  walk." 

Passenger:  "I  would,  only  I'm  not 
expected  until  train  time  " 

— Yellow  Crab. 


He:  "Archie  was  nearly  killed  the 
other  morning.  He  got  up  on  the  wrong 
side  of  bed." 

She:   "I'm  not  superstitious." 

He:  "Neither  is  he;  but  this  was  a 

lower  berth." 

*  *       * 

A   Bad   Break 

At  last  Mrs.  Newlywed  rose  to  her 
feet  at  the  annual  business  meeting  of 
the  Very-best-society  club. 

"Nominations  for  the  presidency 
being  in  order,"  she  said,  "I  propose 
the  name  of  Mrs.  Tender-feelings.  It 
is  the  opinion  of  a  majority  of  us  here 
that  she  is  the  only  member  capable 
of  filling  our  retiring  president's  shoes." 

Mrs.  Tender-feelings  sprang  up 
hastily,  her  eyes  blazing. 

"You  horrid,  hateful  things!"  she 
exclaimed,  "when  you  know  as  well 
as  I  do  that  she  wears  three  sizes 
larger  than  I  do,  and  always  has!  I 
won't  have   your   old   nomination — so 

there,  now!"  — Le  Pele  Mele. 

*  *       * 

Lost 

Weep— Alas!      Alas!      What  has 
happened  to  the  ten  commandments? 
Reep — They  went  into  the  movies! 
— Judge. 
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WHAT  WOULD  YOU  DO?!? 


Give  the  Young  Man  in  the  Story  Effective  Advice  and 
Win  $20.00.     Here  is  the  Story.    You  Finish  it. 


AN  was  an  indigent  Fresh- 
man,-, and  the  night  of  the 
Rugby  Ball  he  cut  in  on 
Delia  The  Delightful  Deb- 
utante. In  the  first  few 
steps  of  "Red  Hot  Icicle" 
she  confessed   to   him   that 

her    weakness    was  ^ 

for  athletes.      Now 

Ian    had   played    a 

little    Parcheesi    in 

his    time,    and    had 

won    his    letters    at 

Crown  and  Anchor\ 

when    a    mere    lad, 

but    this    failed    to 

impress     Delia. 

Stronger  steps  were 

necessary.       Under 

the  influence  of  the 

moment    and     four 

cocktails,  he  began  to  expatiate  on  his 

friendship  with  the  famous  athletes  of 

the    day. 

"Do  you  see  that  man  over  there?' 
he    said,    pointing    out    a    particularly 
husky  cave-man. 

"I  do,"  said  Delia. 

"Well,  that  is  Spike  Delaney,  the 
Captain  of  this  year's  hockey  team. 
He  is  my  best  friend." 

Ian  was  sure  it  was  Spike  all  right. 
He  had  seen  his  picture  too  many  times 
in  the  papers  to  make  a  mistake. 

"Do  you  know  him  as  well  as 
that?"  asked  Delia. 

"I  certainly  do,"  went  on  Ian. 
"Spike  and  I  have  been  room-mates 
for  years,  wear  each  other's  clothes 
and    everything.       Spike's    not    a    bad 


athlete  either,  though  I  had  a  terrible 
time  getting  him  into  shape  for  this 
season.  He  used  to  try  to  get  out  of 
his  six  rounds  with  the  gloves  that  I 
always  insisted  on  every  morning  be- 
fore breakfast.  I'll  admit  I  was  per- 
haps a  little  rough  with  him,  but  I 
wanted  to  get  him 
into  shape.  Spike 
feels  pretty  grate- 
ful to  me,  too.  I  al- 
ways spend  the 
holidays  with  his 
family,  and  we  cer- 
**  tainly  do  have  a 
great  time.  Winter 
sports  you  know, 
snow-shoeing,  ski- 
ing, hockey,  every- 
thing. Nice  people 
they  are,  although, 
of  course,  you  know  not  quite — well, 
not  quite,  you  know." 

"Oh,  I  always  liked  them,"  said 
Delia. 

"Do  you  know  Spike  too?"  asked 
Ian. 

"Yes,"  replied  Delia,  "I  have 
known  him  for  quite  a  while.  You 
see,  I  am  his  sister." 

What  should  Ian  do  ?  What  would 
you  do  ?  Give  Ian  your  advice  in 
seventy-five  words,  or  preferably  less, 
and  win  one  of  the  prizes  listed  below. 


Solutions  must   be 
Jan.   28th. 


in  our  hands   by 


Prizes 


First  Prize:  $20.00  if  winner  is  a  subscriber  to  GOBLIN, 
or  if  he  sends  in  a  subscription  with  his  answer,  $10  if  not  a 
subscriber. 

Five  Prizes  of  $2.00  to  subscribers  or  $1.00  to  non-sub- 
scribers. 

Subscriptions  may  be  sent  in  with  answers  by  using  the  form 
below: 


GOBLINS  LTD.,  272  Bay  St.,  Toronto. 

Dear  Sirs: 

Enclosed   find   $ for    

National  Humorous  Monthly. 

Name    


ye»r's   subscriotion   to   Canada's  , 


Street  Address    

Town    Province 


Winners  of  the  Last  Limerick 
Contest 

First  prize  of  520.00  to  a  subscriber,  or 
$10.00  to  a  non-subscriber  gees  to  C.  G. 
Potter  for  the  following  completion  of  the 
golfing   Limerick. 

Two   golfers,    one    beautiful    day 
Went  out  on  the   golf-links   to  play, 
"I  just   holed  out  in  one" 
Said    one   son-of-a-gun 
Correct  this — His  friend  said  "Hurray!" 

Five  other  prizes  of  one  or  two  dolla:  s 
each  (See  rules  of  Contest)  go  to  the 
authors  of  the  following   last   lines : 

1.  "You're   a    'Lyon'  "    the   other  did   say. 

Sent    in    by    A    .A.     Bel),    563     Gladstone 
Ave.,    Toronto. 

2.  "What  a  shame  you  weren't  looking  my 
way!" 

Sent   in    by  C.    H.    Rumpel.    Royal    Mili- 
tary  College,   Kingston,   Ont. 

3.  "Que  Vautre  a  dit  est  mauvais." 

Sent  in  by  J.  A.  Guymer.  45  Wilson  Ave., 
London. 

4.  Said    the    other    one,    "One    hour   or    one 
day?" 

Sent     in     by     Miss     M.     B.     Williams,     51 
Wilton    Cres.,    Ottawa,    Ont. 

5.  "One  what?"  said  the  other,  "One  day?'" 

Sent   in   by   A.    D.   Temple,   57   Edmonton 
St.,    Winnipeg. 

Honorable    mention    also    goes    to 

P.    R.   Hurcomb, 

322    Frank   St.. 
Ottawa.    Ont. 

Walter    Keeler, 
15   Bleecker   St.. 
Toronto. 

F.    Gray, 

Gardenvale.    P.Q. 

L.    W.    Tennis, 

13    Bowmore    Rd., 
Toronto. 

Mary    W.    Binns, 
19   Division   St., 
Welland,   Ont. 

M.    Heming. 
Heming   Bros., 
Hamilton,    Ont. 

N.   M.    Bassin, 

116    Charlton    Ave.    W.. 
Hamilton,   Ont. 

C.  V.  Shannon. 
Dept.  Interior, 
Ottawa.    Ont. 
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When  You're 
In  a  Hole 

Laugh  Yourself 
Out  of  It 


"When  you're  down  in  the  dumps 
After  taking  life's  bumps 
And  the  world  is  a  whirlpool  of  woe. 
There's   only   one    thing 
That  will  bring  back  the  Spring, 
That  is,  fill  out  the  coupon  below!" 
— Shakespeare. 

If  luck  has  run  out  and 
you've  found  lumps  in 
your  mashed  potatoes;  if 
the  canary  bird  won't 
sing  and  the  parrot  won't 
stop  swearing,  our  great- 
hearted staff  of  sympa- 
thisers are  downright 
sorry  for  you.  They  would 
like  to  send  along  some- 
thing to  cheer  you  up  each 
month,  but  they  don't 
know  your  address.  The 
coupon  below  will  help 
them  find  you. 

And,  incidently  —  we're 
a  little  blue  ourselves,  and 
vour  three  bucks  will  go  a 
long  way  to  restoring  the 
w.k.  sunshine. 


GOBLIN 

Canada's  National  Comic 


GOBLINS.   LTD.,   10  Adelaide  St.   East, 
Toronto. 

Dear   Sirs : — 

Enclosed    find    $3.00    for    one    year's 
subscription   to   GOBLIN. 


Name 

Street    Address    

Town    Province. 


Montreal  and  Back! 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

"Cut  it  short,"  I  broke  in.  "I 
haven't  a  cent  and  if  I  had  any  money 
I'd  put  it  all  in  foreign  missions  before 
you'd  get  a  look  at  it.  From  now  on 
I'm    asleep.      Good-night!" 

George,  bitterly  offended,  went  to 
bed. 


The  next  day  was  Sunday  and 
George  hung  about  the  house  all  day, 
not  deigning  to  speak  to  me,  nor  to 
any  one  else  for  that  matter,  so  far 
as  I  could  see.  Monday  morning  I 
was  surprised  to  find  that  his  bed  had 
not  been  slept  in  and  to  hear  from  the 
house  steward  that  he  had  departed 
in  a  taxi  about  eleven  the  night  be- 
fore leaving  his  forwarding  address 
as  the  Chi  Upsilon  house,  Montreal. 
Tuesday  morning  I  was  still  more  sur- 
prised to  see  him  back  on  the  campus. 

After  dinner  that  evening,  he  ap- 
peared to  be  in  a  somewhat  better 
humor  than  previously.  I  drew  him 
into  a  corner. 

"What's  the  story,  boy,  what's  the 
story?"  I  asked.  "Where  did  you 
get  the  money  to  go  to  Montreal  and 
why  are  you  back  so  soon?" 

"I  got  the  money  from  my  father," 
he  said,  defiantly. 

"Whew!"  I  whistled.  "What  did 
you  tell  him  to  get  it?" 

"I  told  him  the  truth,"  said  George. 

"The  truth?"  I  gasped. 

"Yes,"  he  replied.  "I  wired  him 
as  follows:  'University  Players  Club 
gaining  recognition  all  over  country. 
My  presence  desired  at  theatrical  pro- 
duction to  be  put  on  in  Montreal  Mon- 
day night.  Please  wire  seventy-five 
dollars  expenses.'  That's  all  true, 
isn't  it?  It's  not  my  fault  if  the  old 
man  concludes  that  it's  the  Players 
Club  who  are  putting  on  the  show  in 
Montreal.  Of  course,  he  knows  I  am 
a  member  of  the  Players  Club." 

"Well,  then,  why  are  you  back  so 
soon?"   I  persisted. 

"Well,"  he  said,  rather  sheepishly, 
"Antoinette's  husband  was  in  Mont- 
real to  meet  her  and,  besides,  she  was 
a  little  older  than  I  thought  she  was 
before.  She  has  five  children.  Two 
of  them  —  daughters — are  in  the 
'Naughty  Nellie's  Nightie'  chorus. 
Well,  I've  got  to  push  off  now." 

"Where  are  you  going,"  I  in- 
quired. 

"I'm  taking  Mary  Forbes  to  a 
show,"  he  replied,  walking  away. 


For  over  100 
years,  Dack's 
have  been 
making  high- 
est quality 
shoes  for  men 
exclusively. 


Shoes  for  Men 

(from  maker  to  wearer) 

Every  Dack  shoe  is  made  in  our 
own  workshops  and  only  sold 
direct  to  the  wearer  by  mail  or 
at  our  shops. 

We  will  gladly  mail  you  our  newest 

style    book    on    request  —  proper   fit 

assured. 

Shops  at 

Toronto:   73  King  St.  West 
Toronto:    16  Bloor  St.  East 
Montreal:    Mount  Royal  Hotel 
Winnipeg:    319  Fort  Street 
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"You'd  better  take  her  to  a  movie," 
I  called  after  him,  "then  she  won't 
have  >o  go  home   alone." 

— K.  C. 

*  *      * 

English  Prof:  Correct  this  sentence: 
"Before  any  damage  could  be  done, 
the  fire  was  put  out  by  the  volunteer 
fire  department. 

Frosh:  "The  fire  was  put  out  be- 
fore any  damage  could  be  done  by  the 
volunteer  f.re  department." 

— Dexerd. 

*  *       * 

"The  medicine  you  gave  me  for  my 
little  girl  is  all  used  up." 

"It  should  have  lasted  twice  as  long 
as  this." 

"I  know — but  I  can't  get  her  to  take 
it  unless  I  take  a  dose  myself." 

—  Vikinjen,   Os'o. 

*  *       * 

"Remember,  all's  fair  in  war,"  said 
the  old  maid  to  the  chivalrous  invad- 
ing «nldier.  — Va.  Reel. 

*  *       * 

Indignatus:  You  lose  my  white 
flannels,  and  still  you  send  me  a  bill 
for  cleaning  them ! 

Wet  Wash:  We  cleaned  them  be- 
fore losing  them,  didn't  we? 

- — Dartmouth  Jack  o'Lanlern. 
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To  a  College  Widow 

I. 

Delta    Kappa    Epsilon,    Alpha    Delta 

Phi— 
D.  U.,  Sigma  Nu,  Theta  Delta  Chi. 
Night  time,  right  time — 
Thought  so  all  along — 
This  place,  that  place — 
Out  with  every  tong. 
You  have  been  taking — so  to  speak — 
A  very  thorough  course  in  Greek. 

— Columns. 

*  *       * 

Prisoner:  Ha!  Ha!  Ha!  That's 
a  hot  one. 

Visitor:  What's  so  funny? 

Prisoner:    They're  giving    me    the 

chair   to-morrow,   and  I'm   the  wrong 

guy.  — Columns. 

*  *  * 

Now  what  was  it  Noah  said  when 
he  saw  the  dove  come  back  with  the 
olive  banch? 

It  ain't  gonna  rain  no  more. 

— Columns. 

*  *       * 

Prof. — How  many  make  a  dozen? 
Class — Twelve. 

Prof. — How  many  make  a  million? 
Class — Darn  few.  —      Log. 
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Ballad   of  the  "Jester" 

The  "Jester"  was  a  brigantine, 
Or  was  it  now  a  frigate? — 

There  is  a  difference,  I  believe, 
Depending  how  they  rig  it. 

But  anyway  she  was  a  ship 
And  sailed  away  for  Rio. 

The    Southern    Cross    hung    low    that 
night — 
Or  maybe  it  was  Leo. 

Oh,  the  bilges  leaked  and  the  halyards 
squeaked 

On  sailing  out  of  harbor; 
The  boat's  left  side  was  known  as  port, 

The  right  side  known  as  "starber." 

And  this  was   the  crew  the   "Jester" 

had, 
Ten  good  men  and  ten  quite  bad, 
A  mate  to  pull,  and  mate  to  bawl, 
A  mate  to  tug,  and  a  mate  to  haul, 
And  a  couple  of  captains,  too — that's 

all. 

The  boatswain  was  a  burly  brute; 

He  had  a  way  about  him 
Of  beating  men  like  mongrel  pups — 

They  couldn't  do  without  him. 

He  used  to  rip  the  deck  planks  up 
And  swagger  down  the  scuppers 

Where  a  Chinese  cook  and  he  would 
yell, 
"You  can't  have  any  suppers!" 

They  sailed  ten  nights  and  they  sailed 

ten  days 

Till  they  came  to  the  Capricorn, 

Where  a  great  auk  rose  from  a  misty 

doze, 

And  flew  in  the  smudgy  morn. 

And  that  was  the  end  of  the  schooner 
Kate, 


And    the    boatswain    bold,     and    the 

second  mate, 
And  the  purple  parrot  that  talked  out 

loud, 
And  the  rest  of  that  seafaring  crowd, 
And  we  hope  they  all  rest  well. 

Reuben  Ranzo,   Ranzo,  Ranzo, 
Reuben   Ranzo,   Ranzo. 

— Yale   Record. 

*  *       * 

Mrs.  Newlywed — I'd  like  some 
lard. 

Clerk— Pail? 

M.  N.— Have  you  any  other  col- 
ors? — Sour  Owl. 

*  *       * 

Absent  Minded  Jumper  (after  fall- 
ing about  two  hundred  feet) — Dear 
me,  I've  gone  and  forgotten  that 
blamed  parachute.         — The  Guidon. 

*  *       * 

Peter — How  many  in  your  family? 
Pan — Nine. 

Peter — Are  you  the  oldest? 
Pan — No,    my   father. 

— Centre  Colonel. 

*  *       * 

"Use  the  word  'descent'  in  a  sen- 
tence." 

"He  woiks  in  de  stockyards  where 
de  scent  is  tumble." 

— Columns. 


"Get  out  of  here,  you're  in  the 
wrong  stateroom!" 

"Pardon — (hie) — me,  but  thish  ish 
the  right — stateroom." 

"But  I've  been  here  all  day!" 

"Gosh,  then — I — musht  be  the 
— wrong   man."  — Columns. 


Goblin 


CANDID  CHRONICLES.  By 
Hector  Charlesworth.  Toronto: 
The  Macmlllan  Company  of  Can- 
ada, Publishers.  $5.00 
It  is  not  likely  that  the  f.ve  dollar 
charge  per  copy  will  l.mit  the  sale  of 
Candid  Chronicles.  Measured  from 
the  standpoint  of  quantity  as  well  as 
quality,  there  is  your  money's  worth. 
And  a  wide  distribution  will  be  a  good 
thing  for  other  people  beside  Hector 
Charlesworth  and  the  Macmillans.  In 
a  nation  so  self-consciously  young  as 
we  are,  it  becomes  a  habit  to  regard 
the  present  as  secondary  only  in  im- 
portance to  the  future.  But  a  picture 
of  the  past,  charmingly  portrayed  as  in 
this  volume,  cannot  fail  to  lend  a  mel- 
lowing aspect  to  our  outlook  on  what 
is  to  come.  Perspective  is  gained.  His- 
tory has  its  value,  Henry  Ford  not- 
withstanding. 

It  is  history  of  an  intimate  type 
which  flows  through  these  pages. 
Young  Canadians  who  are  growing  to 
regard  the  giants  of  an  earlier  genera- 
tion as  figures  in  the  land  of  myth,  here 
see  them  as  human  beings,  and  inter- 
esting ones  at  that. 

Hector  Charlesworth  has  a  singular 
gift  of  being  able  to  appreciate  the 
dramatic.  His  pictures  of  the  giants  of 
the  past  are  replete  with  dramatic  in- 
cident. For  example,  the  impression 
-we  get  of  the  late  E.  E.  Sheppard,  the 
founder  of  Saturday  Night,  in  his 
.half-Spanish  dress  and  his  picturesque 
cuas-^words  lends  color  to  Canadian 
journalism.  The  early  struggles  of  To- 
ronto's newspapers  are  depicted  in  fas- 
cinating fashion.  The  rivalry  and  the 
political  issues  over  whxh  they  battled 
make  absorbing  reading. 

An  amusing  chapter  contains  ref- 
erences to  the  days  when  it  was  part 
of  the  duties  of  the  registrar  of  the 
University  of  Toronto  to  collect  rents 
from  the  cow-pastures  which  are  now 
the  site  of  the  Domestic  Science  build- 
ing, Victoria  College  and  Annesley 
Hall.    In  those  days  the  horse  cars  of 


the  Honorable  Frank  Smith  came  north 
on  Yonge  Street  as  far  as  Bloor.  If 
one  crossed  Bloor  Street  one  was  >n 
the  village  of  Yorkville.  But  people 
arrived  in  Toronto,  however,  under 
the  same  domed  train-shed  which  still 
forms  such  a  decorative  portion  of  our 
Union  Station! 

A  multitude  of  famous  characters 
come  in  for  personal  side-lights:  Lou;s 
Riel,  Bishop  Bethune,  Victoria  Mac- 
Vicar,  Pauline  Johnson,  Sir  John  A. 
Macdonald,  Goldwin  Smith,  Sir  Wil- 
frid Laurier,  Sir  James  Whitney,  B. 
B.  Osier,  Conan  Doyle,  William  Jen- 
nings Bryan,  James  Whitcomb  Riley, 
Rupert  Brooke,  Kier  Hardy  and  the 
present  King,  to  name  but  a  few.  The 
leading  figures  of  the  stage,  writers, 
musicians  and  painters  of  the  'nineties 
appear  to  be  introduced  to  us  in  an  in- 
formal and  revealing  manner. 

The  visit  of  Oscar  Wilde  to  Canada 
in  those  davs  had  an  amusing  incident. 
A  little  girl  with  the  autograph-collect- 
ing vice  went  to  his  hotel  to  make  her 
request  to  the  famous  aesthete.  To 
quote : 

The  hotel  clerk  sent  up  word  to 
the  Red  Parlour  that  a  young  lady 
wished  to  see  him ;  and  Wilde,  who  in 
those  days  was  susceptible  to  feminine 
attentions,  replied  that  he  would  re- 
ceive her.  In  answer  to  the  child's 
timid  knock  came  a  request  to  enter ; 
and  as  she  opened  the  door,  she  saw 
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a  majestic,  cloaked  figure  posed  grace- 
fully against  the  marble  mantel-piece. 
When,  instead  of  a  love-sick  maiden, 
Oscar  descried  a  scraggy  elf,  he  gave 
a  start  of  surprise,  and  the  frightened 
youngster  had  difficulty  in  stating  her 
errand.  He  wrote  his  signature  and 
then  commenced  to  unbend. 

"What  are  your  favourite  studies, 
my  child,"  he  asked  in  gentle  tones. 
She  was  the  kind  of  little  girl  who  had 
no  favourite  studies,  and  was  immedi- 
ately at  a  loss.  But,  realizing  that  it 
was  up  to  her  to  name  one,  she  gave 
a  gulp  and  ejaculated    :   'Rithmetic'. 

In  after  years  she  recalled  the  look 
of  pain  that  swept  across  Wilde's 
ample  countenance.  'Ah,  my  child, 
that  is  not  well,"  he  said,  "you  should 
study   history   and   poetry." 

Then  he  continued:  "What  is  your 
favourite  flower,  my  child?"  In  her 
embarrassment  she  had  difficulty  in 
thinking  of  anything,  but  finally  an 
inspiration  came  to  her. 

"Geranyums,"  she  whispered. 

This  was  too  much!  Oscar  siezed 
a  large  bunch  of  calla  hllies  from  his 
desk  and  presented  them  to  her  with 
the  words:  "Good-bye,  my  child,  con- 
sider the  lilies!" 

Certainly  he  must  have  felt  that 
there  was  room  for  aesthetic  evangel- 
ization among  the  youth  of  Canada. 

But  there  was  appreciation  of 
beauty  and  art  in  this  period  in  Can- 
ada, too.  The  beginnings  of  a  Cana- 
dian style  is  noted  among  the  painters, 
for  instance.  Berthan,  Fowler,  Cruik- 
shank,  Homer  Watson,  Horatio  Walk- 
er and  others  were  producing  canvases 
showing  strongly  the  influence  of  their 
invironment.  This  is  especially  note- 
worthy in  face  of  the  recent  "discov- 
ery" of  Canadian  individuality  in  art. 
Autobiographies  and  reminiscences  of 
this  type  have  been  common  enough 
when  dealing  with  early  New  York. 
Every  Canadian  can  picture  to  his  own 
romantic  satisfaction  early  days  on 
the  Bowery,  the  period  before  the  old- 
(Contihued  on    pagt    sp  i 
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Father — Young  man,  I  understand  you  have  made  ad- 
vances to  my  daughter. 

Young  Man — Yes,  sir,  I  wasn't  going  to  say  anything 
about  it,  but  now  since  you  have  mentioned  it,  I  wish  you 
could  get  her  to  pay  me  back.  — Ski-U-Mah. 

First  Roommate — Sorry,  old  man,  that  I  lost  your  gloves. 
Second  Roommate — That's  all  right,  I  lost  your  Stetson. 
First  Roommate — Fine!    The  gloves  I  lost  were  in  the 


topcoat  I  borrowed  from  you. 


-Juggler. 


Touring 

The  call  of  the  road  .  .  .  White  highways  stretch- 
ing before  .  .  .  The  lure  of  the  hills  .  .  .  Moonlight 
valleys  .  .  .  Pitched  tents  and  the  blaze  of  campfires 
.  .  .  The  smell  of  woodsmoke  in  the  soft  evening  air 
.  .  .  Campers  .  .  .  Automobiles  .  .  .  Flivvers  .  .  . 
Tumble  Inn,  Hot  puppies  and  guide  books  .  .  .  Ramb- 
shackle  Fords,  heaped  high  with  luggage  .  .  .  Beauty 
spots  of  nature  littered  with  rubbish  .  .  .  Billboard 
signs  obscuring  forest  .  .  .  Speeding  automobiles  past 
nature's  glories  .  .  .  Gas  stations  and  sandwich  shops 
.  .  .  Fuel  to  stoke  touring  Babbitts  .  .  .  Hotels  for 
transients  .  .  .  Lumpy  beds  .  .  .  Perfect  discomfort 
.    .    .   Points  of  interest   .    .    .    Farmers  that  farm  tour- 


ists .    .    .  Antique  shops  .    .    . 
Those  girls  that  passed  in  the 
mixed  with  exhaust  gas    .    . 
.    .    .   Inconveniences  .    .    .  T 


That  Old  highboy  .  .  . 
big  car  .  .  .  Fresh  air 
Dirt    .    .    .    Annoyances 


ounng 


— Beanpot. 
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The  old  gentleman  was  a  trifle  bewildered  at  the  elab- 
orate  wedding. 

"Are  you  the  groom?"  he  asked  the  melancholy-looking 
young  man. 

"No  sir,"  the  young  man  replied.  "I  was  eliminated 
in  the  preliminary  tryouts."  — Witt. 

" I  SHOULD  have  taken  Doris,  because  I  half  promised 
that  I  would  drag  her  to  the  prom,  but  I  met  Marg? 
and — you  know — she  looked  good  and  promising  and  I 
took  her.  But  I  got  left  good  and  plenty.  These  good 
looking  women  are  too  darned  independent  anyway.  I 
wasn't  able  to  even  hold  her  hand.  I  had  a  dance  with 
Doris  as  luck  would  have  it,  and  she  was  nice  to  me.  She 
smiled  at  me  and  snuggled  real  close  and  lifted  her  allur- 
ing eyes. 

Well,  finally  we  drifted  out  to  the  conservatory  and 
one  thing  led  to  another,  until  finally  I  bent  my  head  to 
meet  her  lips  and — there  were  two  smacks,  not  so  loud, 
not  so  soft.  But  curb  your  thoughts,  gentle  reader.  Doris 
slapped  my  face  twice — "Smack,  smack." 

— Boston  Beanpot. 


Bashful  Young  Man  to  Fair  Clerk  in  Hardware  Store: 
I  would  like  to  see  about  fifty  feet  of  your  hose,  please. 

The  Fair  One:    What  do  you  think  I  am,  sir,  a  centi- 
pede? 

— Penn.  Stale  Froth. 
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The  Little  French  Girl 

(Please  pardon  our  French) 
Near  the  bank  of  the  Seine  in  La  Boheme,  there's  a  cafe 

recherche 
Where  the  queen  of  all  the  fair  grisettes  is  a  danseuse  de 

cabaret. 
She  wears  a  winsome  wisp  of  smile  and  a  string  of  beads — 

outre. 

Strolled    into    this    haven    of    love    bizarre,    to    study    the 

decollete, 
A  dilletante  student  of  art  from  U.  S.  in  a  way  that  was 

rather  blase, 
A  glance  from  those  lovely  langorous  lids,  no  more  is  he 

ennuye. 

She  pirouettes  and  lights  on  his  knee  and  gives  him  a  kiss 

mauvais, 
You  can  tell  by  the  passionate  gleam  in  his  eye  with  her  he 

is  quite   frappe. 
He   suavely   smiles   at   her   piquant   wiles   and   softly   says, 

"Mon  adoree!" 

They  whirl  through  a  tortuous  tarantelle,  without  a   faux 

pas — parfait, 
And  some  of  the  other  neat  tricks  they  tried  were  not  just 

exactly  au  fait. 
I'd  like  to  tell  you  the  rest  of  the  tale,   mon  ami,  but  it's 

too  risque.  — Virginia  Reel. 


He  and  his  young  wife  were  taken  for  a  motor  trip  by 
some  friends.     She  admired  his  anxiety  about  her  comfort. 
"Are  you  quite  right?"  he  asked. 
"Quite,    dear." 
"Cushions  comfortable?" 
"Quite,  darling." 
"Not   being   jolted?" 
"Oh,  no,  sweetheart." 
"Not  in  a  draught?" 
"No,  lambkin." 
"Then  change  seats  with  me." — Tid  Bits   (London). 

Foolishment 

If  I  were  a  daisy,  and  you  were  a  rose, 

Would   you   be   disdainful   and  hold   up   your   nose 

At  me,  a  mere  daisy ;  Oh,  queen  of  the  lea 

And  not  deign  to  notice  poor  little  me? 

Oh,  you  would,  would  you! 

If  you  were  a  dog,  and  I  were  a  flea; 
And  camped  on  your  back  and  had  friends  in  for  tea 
Quite  soon  you  would  wish,  from  your  head  to  your  toes, 
That  you  had  been  less  haughty,  when  you  were  a  rose. 

— The  Pup. 
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Best  Short  Stories  of  1925 

(An  Anthology) 

"My  cousin's  being  married,  Dean, 
and  she  says  the  Wedding  wouldn't 
be  complete  without  me,  so — " 

"Honestly  I  wrote  you  twice  last 
week;  this  mail  service  is  getting  to 
be   simply   terrible." 

"I  really  wasn't  in  very  good  form 
that  night,  but  I  got  the  balls  in  a 
corner  and  clicked  off  a  hundred  and 
fifty  before  I  missed  on  a  five  cushion 
shot." 

"She's  simply  mad  about  me.  Jack, 
sends  me  a  special  delivery  every  day ; 
honestly,  old  man,  I'm  sometimes 
afraid  of  my  deadly  power  over 
women." 

"He  was  four  inches  taller  than  I 
and  about  20  pounds  heavier,  but  do 
you  suppose  that  made  any  difference? 
I  was  mad !  'Look  here,  you  big 
bum,*  I  said,  'here's  where  you  get 
the  beating  of  your  life.'  Then  I 
waded  in  and  when  I  was  through 
he  had  two  black  eyes  and — " 

— Purple  Cow. 

*  *       * 

The  guy  I  hate  is  O.  B.  Ware. 

He  always  stands  behind  my  chair. 
And  tells  me  how,  with  lofty  air, 

To  play  my  hand,  in  solitaire! 

— Siren. 

*  *       * 

The  Silver  Lining 

Police  Sergeant  —  Is  the  man 
dangerously  wounded? 

Patrolman — Two  of  the  wounds 
are  fatal,  but  the  other  isn't  so  bad. 

— Police  Magazine. 

*  *       * 

Augustus — Have  the  lights  gone 
out? 

Romenick — No,  they  still  shine 
brightly. 

Augustus — Then  he  lied. 

Romenick — Who  lied? 

Augustus — My   bootlegger. 
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At  the  Matinee 

Shall  we  go  out  this  way  and  fall 
over  four  people,  or  out  that  way  and 
fall   over    five?" 

"My  nurse  wrote  down  such  unin- 
teresting things  on  the  chart  that  I  de- 
cided to  jab  it  up  for  the  doctor  when 
she  wasn't  looking,  so  I  recorded  that 
we  had  played  the  Rhapsody  in  Blue 
on  the  phonograph  at  five,  and  told  my 
fortune  with  cards  at  eight.  When 
the  doctor  read  it,  I  suppose  he  thought 
she  was  a  case  for  Bellevue  herself." 

"Is  this  a  play  that  was  put  on  the 
censor's  list?     I  certainly  hope  so." 

"The  house  caught  on  fire,  and  they 
ran  true  to  form  about  grabbing  value- 
less things  to  save.  She  took  a  door- 
stop that  cost  five  dollars,  and  he  picked 
on  a  credit  slip  from  Bloomingdale's 
for  a  dishpan  they'd  sent  back." 

"Did  you  read  where  Gloria  Gould 
said  that  her  motive  for  managing  a 
theatre  was  not  the  capitalization  of 
her  name?  Well,  her  name  at  present 
happens   to  be  Bishop." 

"I  feel  all  the  time  that  there's 
something  in  my  eye,  and  the  doctor- 
oculist  insists  that  there  isn't.  Which 
makes  it  a  little  poor  for  me,  doesn't 
it?"  — B.L.  in  New   Yorker. 

*       *       * 

"They    say    that    the    beds    on    this 
steamer  are  excellent." 
"That's  a  lot  of  bunk." 

— Virginia  Reel. 


Sam:  "What  am  yo'  gonna  do 
now?" 

Bo:  "I'se  an  exporter." 

Sam:   "An  exporter?" 

Bo:  "Yep.  The  Pullman  Com- 
pany just  fired  me."        — Mugwump, 

*  *       * 

Smith : — "Yes,  I'm  engaged  to  be 
married,  and  I've  only  known  the 
girl   two   days." 

Tones :    '  'What    folly ! ' ' 

Smith:    "Ziegfield's." 

— Am.   Legion    Weekly. 

*  *       * 

"Must  you  go  out  again  to-night?" 
said  the  beach. 

"Yes,  I  must,"  said  the  tide.  "And 
when  I  come  in  I'll  be  full — see?" 

"High  sea,"  was  the  sad  reply, 

— Dirge. 

*  *       * 

Night  Watchman — Young  man, 
are  you  going  to  kiss  that  girl? 

He   (straightening  up) — No,  sir. 

Night  Watchman — Here,  then, 
hold  my  lantern. 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay. 

*  *       * 

Doctor:  "Do  you  adhere  to  my  rules 
in  regard  to  drinking?" 

Patient:  "Yes.    Six  glasses  a  day." 

Doctor:  "But  I  limited  you  to 
three ! " 

Patient:  "I  know.  But  another 
doctor  also  allows  me  three." 

— Nagels  Luslige  Well,  Berlin. 
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"hi  1/  from  pag* 
er  New  ^  ork  families  had  added  to 
the  laurels  by  way  of  the  divorce  courts 
and  the  tabloid  newspapers,  but  re- 
garding Canada  his  imagination  had 
too  little  to  feed  upon.  Candid  Chron- 
icles admirably  supplies  this  lack  and 
Hector  Charlesworth,  possibly  the  dean 
of  Canad;an  journalists,  is  admirably 
fitted  to  be  the  agent. 

THE    ODYSSEY    OF    A    NICE 

GIRL.      By    Ruth    Suckow.      To- 
ronto :   The  Macmillan  Company  of 
Canada,  Publishers. 
Now  we  know  what  a  "nice"  girl 
is  (see  in  the  earlier  pages  of  the  book 
Mrs.  Schoessel's  remark  to  Marjorie — 
"You  know  I  never  can  get  you  to  go 
at  the  station"). 

Really  Anne  Parrish  and  Ruth 
should  have  got  together  and  published 
this  Odysseus  and  "The  Perennial 
Bachelor"  as  companion  volumes.  Of 
course,  "The  Perennial  Virgin" 
wouldn't  quite  fit  the  conclusion  of  this 
one. 

The  story  is,  we  imagine,  a  good 
picture  of  the  middle-west.  It's  only 
imagination,  of  course,  for  who  would 
want  to  go  there  to  check  up? 

Ruth  Suckow  made  a  good  job  of 
her    first    book,    "Country    People" — 
she   has  more  than   repeated   it. 
And  it's  quite  nice. 

PATTERING  FEET,  a  Book  of 
Childhood  verses.  By  Arthur  S. 
Bourinot.  Ottawa :  The  Graphic 
Publishers. 

Pattering  Feet,  a  collection  of 
verses  for  children,  is  the  sort  of  book 
which  will  be  surreptitiously  read  by 
uncles  and  aunts  as  well.  We  all  like 
to  be  reminded  of  our  childhood,  and 
"The  Hay  Cart  Drive,"  "Bears," 
"Stars  at  Bedtime,"  and  others,  de- 
scribe juvenile  experiences  with  which 
most  of  us  are  familiar.  The  more 
imaginative  verses,  however,  are  the 
most  successful.  As  an  example  of 
what  the  book  contains,  let  us  intro- 
duce you  to  Sunbonnet  Sue. 

O  there's  Sunbonnet  Sue, 

And  there's  Hester  and  Prue, 
All   three  of  them  gay  little  girls. 

But  it's  Sunbonnet  Sue, 

And  not  Hester  or  Prue, 
Who's  the  fat  little  one  with  the  curls. 

THE  MISTY  FLATS.    By  Helen 

Woodbury.       Toronto:    Longmans 

Green,  Publishers. 

A  clever  and  vivid  portrayal  of  the 

life  of  a  girl  from  early  childhood.  Her 

natural    bent    for    self-expression    and 


sensitiveness  to  beauty  make  her  as- 
sociations with  her  own  little  world  a 
series  of  heart  aches  and  disappoint- 
ments. 

As  a  child  her  enormous  energy 
takes  the  form  of  a  desire  for  exer- 
tions of  the  boyish  sort,  causing  her 
mother  (a  splendidly  portrayed  char- 
acter) much  concern.  As  she  grows 
older  her  literary  ability  becomes  ap- 
parent but  mother,  unable  to  see  this, 
is  greatly  discouraged  because  Linda 
would  rather  read  books  and 
"Scribble"  than  learn  the  many  little 
domestic  accomplishments  that  other 
girls  learn. 

Linda's  father,  a  country  doctor, 
has,  of  course,  no  time  for  her  so  that 
Linda's  life  is  torn  between  the  desire 
for  self-expression  and  love  for  her 
mother.  After  a  short  experience 
away  from  home  doing  the  things  she 
wants  to  do,  mother  wins  out  and 
Linda  returns  to  do  the  things  "That 
other  girls  do."  The  love  interest  is 
not  neglected  but  is  purely  incidental 
to  the  story. 

All  in  all  the  book  is  well  worth 
reading  and  unlike  so  many  of  the 
present-day  novels  of  this  sort,  leaves 
one  with  a  pleasant  taste  in  one's 
mouth. 

THUNDER  ON  THE  LEFT.  By 

Christopher  Morley.  Toronto :  S.  B. 
Gundy. 

Devotees  of  the  genial  ex-conductor 
of  the  Bowling  Green  and  author  of 
"A  Caravan  on  Wheels,"  "Where 
the  Blue  Begins,"  "Plum  Pudding," 
etc.,  have  been  forced  to  adjust  them- 
selves to  frequent  changes  of  this  au- 
thor's manner.  The  first  shock  came 
with  "Where  the  Blue  Begins,"  a 
phantasy  shot  through  with  beauty  and 
delicate  writing  of  fascinating  bril- 
liance, but  a  novel  certainly  not  of  a 
bread-and-butter  order.  Everyone 
knew  that  "Where  the  Blue  Begins" 
meant  something,  but  it  would  be  dif- 
ficult to  find  a  dozen  readers  whose 
views  as  to  just  what  coincided. 

"Thunder  on  the  Left"  is  another 
step  in  phantasy,  although  clearly  dis- 
tinguishable from  its  predecessors  in 
that  it  has  its  feet  on  the  ground.  In 
this  story,  the  members  of  a  children's 
party  speculate  on  what  grown-ups 
think  about.  They  are  immediately 
projected  into  the  future  and  they  find 
out.  The  result  is  not  entirely  pleasant, 
but  at  all  times  interesting.  There  is  a 
week-end  party  in  the  old  country 
home  that  was  the  scene  of  the  opening 
chapter,  and  the  children,  now  grown- 


up with  the  exception  of  one,  who  has 
apparently  retained  his  childhood  sim- 
plicity of  m!nd  and  action,  act  out  a 
drama  of  love  and  intellect. 

Again  the  question  arises,  just  what 
is  it  all  about?  Fortunately,  however, 
this  query  is  not  in  order  until  the 
book  is  laid  down,  for  the  reader  dur- 
ing its  course,  is  held  spellbound  by  the 
beauty  of  the  writing.  Morley  has 
created  passages  of  descript  on  which 
are  as  beautiful  and  potent  as  any 
found  in  works  of  James  Branch  Ca- 
bell, Donn  Byrne,  Dunsany,  or  any  of 
the  present-day  weavers  of  word  tap- 
estries. 

Perhaps  the  most  striking  feature 
of  the  book  is  the  minute  dissection  of 
the  thought  processes  of  the  characters. 
It  is  merciless  in  its  convincing  reality. 
Taken  as  a  whole,  "Thunder  on  the 
Left"  is  a  book  to  be  received  in  the 
manner  of  a  symphony  rather  than  a 
lecture.  As  in  "Where  the  Blue  Be- 
gins" the  general  impression  is  evident 
and  mood  inspired  is  everything. 

*  *       * 

Dot  (to  the  college  football  hero) 
— "Were  you  ever  hurt  when  you 
were  on  the  team? 

Bill — "No,  but  I  was  hurt  when  the 
team  was  on  me." 

— Bison. 

*  %  * 

He — "Am  I  the  first  man  you  ever 
kissed?" 

She — "Yes,  dear,  and  by  far  the 
nicest." 

— Bison. 

*  *       * 

West — "Why  do  you  persist  in 
calling  Agnes,   Ann'?" 

Hall — "Oh,  she's  such  an  indef- 
inite   article." 

— Colgate   Banter. 

*  *       * 

He — "Absence  makes  the  heart 
grow  fonder." 

She — "How  about  presents?" 

— Exchange. 

*  *       * 

Father —  "I  saw  a  man  with  two 
heads  on  his  shoulders  last  night." 

Daughter — "In  a  museum,  I  sup- 
pose?" 

Father — "No,  in  this  house;  and 
one  was  yours." 

— Exchange. 

*  *       * 

"I  see  in  the  paper  that  a  widower 
w!th  nine  children  has  married  a  widow 
with  seven  children." 

"That  was  no  marriage.  That  was 
a    merger."  — Wash.    Post. 

*  *       * 

"What's  your   room-mate  like?" 
"Damn   near   everything   I've  got." 

— Jester. 
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Inquiring  visitor — To  what  do  you 
attribute  your  long  life,  uncle? 

Oldest  Inhabitant — Well,  I  don't 
rightly  know.  Several  patent  medi- 
cine companies  is   bargaining  with  me 

row.  — Tiger. 

*  *       * 

She:  "Then  you  really  love  me?" 
He:    "Good    heavens,    woman,   did 
you   think  I  was  shadow  boxing  with 
you?"  — Punch  Bowl. 

Visitor:  "Can  you  tell  me  if  Bill 
Jones  is  up  in  his  room?" 

Frosh:  "Sorry,  there's  nobody  home 
on  the  top  story." 

Visitor:  "Oh,  excuse  me.  I'll  just 
ask  someone  else." 

- — Northwestern  Purple  Parrot. 

*  *       * 

How  He  Lost  His  First  Case 

A  young  lawyer,  pleading  his  first 
case,  had  been  retained  by  a  farmer 
to  prosecute  a  railroad  for  killing 
twenty-four  hogs.  He  wanted  to  im- 
press the  jury  with  the  magn  tude  of 
the  injury. 

"Twenty-four  hogs,  gentlemen. 
Twenty-four;  twice  the  number  there 
in  the  jury  box."  — The  Furrow. 

*  *       * 

An  elderly  lady,  climbing  on  one 
of  our  local  variety  of  street  cars, 
handed  the  conductor  a  transfer. 

"This  is  two  days  old,"  he  growled. 

"I've  been  waiting  patiently,"  she 
murmured.  — Denison   Flamigo. 

*  *       * 

"Mary,"  said  the  mistress,  "did  you 
ask  every  one  for  cards  to-day,  as  I 
told  you,  when  they  called?" 

"Ye'm.  One  fellah,  he  wouldn't 
give  me  no  card,  but  I  swiped  his  hat 
an'  shoved  him  off  th'  steps.  Here's 
his  name  on  th'  sweatband." 

— Richmond    Times-Despatch. 

Boom!  Boom!  Boom!  No,  that's 
not  a  thunder  storm  or  a  drum  corps 
practicing.  It's  the  official  yell  of  the 
University  of  Florida. 

— Black    and    Blue    Jay. 


Cop  on  shore:  I'm  going  to  arrest 
you  when  you  come  out  of  there. 

Man   in  water:    Ha,   ha.      I'm   not 

coming  out.      I'm   committing   suicide. 

— Awgwan. 

She   (very  coyly):  "Oh,  hello — ?" 

He:  "Hello.  How's  my  girl  to- 
day?" 

She  (enthusiastically)  :  "Oh,  just 
fine." 

He  (brutally) :  "How  do  you 
know?"  — Parrakeei. 

Central  (at  2:00  a.m.):  "Oh, 
we're  just  testing  out  your  line." 

Reginald  (the  cookie  pusher) : 
"Sorry,  ol'  girl,  can't  recall  a  bit  of  it 
this  time  of  night." 

— Yale   Record. 

*  *       * 

"Sir,  I  want  your  daughter  for  my 
wife." 

"And  I,  sir,  am  not  willing  to 
trade."  — Satyr. 

First  Cannibal  (running  into  camp)  : 
"Is  I  late  fo'  dinner?" 

Second  Cannibal:  "You  is;  every- 
body's eaten."  — Dodo. 

*  * .      * 

Now  You  Tell  One 

Willie:  "All  the  stores  closed  on 
the  day  my  Uncle  died." 

Tommy:  "That's  nothing.  All  the 
banks  closed  for  three  weeks  after  my 
Pa  left  town." 

— The  Bucknellian. 

*  *       * 

Judge:  Well,  Rastus,  this  seems  to 
be  a  regular  stopping  place  for  you. 

Rastus:  Yes,  yo*  honor,  Ah  usually 
visits  here  to  and  from  de  jail. 

— Wall  Street   Journal 

*  #       * 

Mother:  "Who  taught  you  that 
word?" 

Son:  "Santa  Claus." 

Mother:    "Santa   Claus?" 

Son:  "Yes,  when  he  stumbled  over 
my  chair  Christmas  eve." 

— Lehigh   Burr. 
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That  Good  Morning  Shave  is 
just  as  good  all  Evening — with  a 
Durham-Duplex 

See  for  yourself.  Get  a  genuine 
Durham.  Duplex  Demonstrator  razor 
with  one  blade  for  only  25c.  A  real 
razor — not  a  toy.  If  your  dealer  can- 
not supply,  send  coupon  indicatin 
style   razor   preferred. 
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fame 
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Inter-  ^^^^_ 

changeable  ~^»« 

Blades,   60c.   package  of  5. 
DURHAM-DUPLEX  RAZOR  CO.,  Toronto,  Ont. 
Jersey  City  :  Sheffield,  Eng.  ;  Paris,  France. 
Sales  Representatives  in  All  Countries 
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The  Blades  Men  Swear  By— Not  At 

Extra!      Extra!! 

Bandits    Scour    Florida    With   Steam- 
Shovels,    Robbing    People    of 
Land. 
— Black  and  Blue  Jay. 

*  *       * 

Chake,    gimme    a    sentence    wit    de 
woid  "Fiddle." 

If   de   bed   ain't   long   enough,    my 
fiddle   stick   out. 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay. 

*  *  '    * 

Judge — "You  are  sentenced  to  hang 
by  the  neck  until  you  are  dead." 

Prisoner — "Judge,     I     believe    you 
are  stringing  me.  ' 

— Gargoyle. 

*  *       * 

The  Stamp  of  Learning 

"Pa,  what's  a  post-graduate?" 
"A  fellow  who  graduates  from  one 
of     those    correspondence     schools,     I 
suppose."  — Pit    Panther. 
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QuickRelief 

CUTS 

BURNS 

BITES 
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D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

D  odd's* 

Antiseptic -Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep   a  tin   on    hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


0$i 

ANTISEPric 
O  HEALING^ 

mm. 


50c  At  All  Druggists 

SEND   COUPON    BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 
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"Don't  you  want  me  to  tell  you  all 
about  heaven?" 

"Naw,  I  want  it  to  be  a  surprise." 
— Pit  Panther. 

*       *       * 

"A  police  dog!      He   looks   like  a 
poodle." 


"Waiter,    it's    been    half    an    hour 
since   I  ordered  that  turtle  soup." 
"Sorry,    sir,    but    you    know    how 

turtles   are."  — Lyre. 

*       *       * 

"Oi,    oi,    dose    pants    fit    beautiful, 
ain't  it?" 

"Yes,    but   a   trifle   tight   under   the 


"S-s-sh!      Secret  police  dog.    He's      arms,   don't   you    think?" 
in  disguise." — Le  Pele-Mele  (Paris).  — Brown  Jug. 


Urgent 

"Send  money  immediately,  I'm 
broke,"  wired  the  son  at  college. 

"So's  your  old  man,"  was  the  re- 
ply. — Juggler. 

*  *       * 

A  stranger  was  walking  along  a 
country  road  and  happened  to  pass  an 
orchard.  The  farmer  had  pastured 
his  hogs  in  the  orchard  and  the 
stranger  was  attracted  by  their  pecu- 
liar actions.  They  were  running  craz- 
ily  about  and  looking  up  in  the  trees. 
The  stranger  thought  the  farmer 
should  know  about  it  so  he  stopped  at 
the  house  and  told  him. 

The  farmer  laughed  and  said: 
"Well  sir,  there  is  something  funny 
about  that.  Last  spring  I  broke  my 
leg  and  when  I  was  able  to  get  about 
I  had  to  use  a  crutch,  and  when  I  fed 
the  pigs  I  used  to  rap  on  the  trough 
with  the  crutch  to  call  them  and  now 
those  woodpeckers  nearly  drive  them 
mad."  — Bison. 

*  *       * 

Tragedy 

We  were  to 

Be  married  the 

Next  day. 

That  night 

She  showed 

Me  her 

Wadding  Gown 

Which  had 

Just  returned 

From  the  dressmaker. 

The  gown 

She  told  me 

Amounted 

Up   into   the 

Thousands. 

I  asked  her 

If  she 

Had  paid 

The  dressmaker 

She  said,  "Yes," 

So  that  night 

I  eloped  with 

The    dressmaker. 

— Juggler. 

*  *       * 

Identified 

"James,  as  I  passed  the  servants' 
hall  to-day  I  saw  you  kiss  one  of  the 
maids." 

"Yes,  madam ;  when  would  that 
have  been,   Madam?" 

"About   four  o'clock." 

"Oh,  yes,  madam,  that  would  have 
been  Jane,   Madam."  , 

— Columbia  Jester. 
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One  Hundred  Thousand 

College  humorists  are  furnish- 
ing COLLEGE  HUMOR, 
under  exclusive  contract,  with 
sparkling  and  vivacious  com- 
edy. The  foremost  novelists" 
and  short  story  writers  are 
responsible  for  this  magazine's 
brilliant  and  intriguing  fiction. 
Scores  of  artists  contribute 
drawings  that  are  certain  to 
delight.  .  .  .  Have  you  dis 
covered  the  charm  this  mag- 
azine holds? 


G>liejeflumor 


On  Sale  Everywhere 

January  1 


Page  Mr.  Bacon 

Things  are  due  for  a  rise  in  Tennessee. 

Howzat? 

The  legislature  has  repealed  the  law  of  gravitation. 

— Awgwan. 

*  *       * 

A  s'ightly  inebriated  gentleman  lurched  into  a  cafe 
late  one  night  and  sat  down  at  one  of  the  tables.  Hold- 
ing the  menu  card  upside  down  he  gravely  inspected  it 
for  several  moments.  Suddenly  he  banged  loudly  on  the 
table  and  in  an  excited  manner  yelled,  "Waiter,  Waiter! 
C'mere  quick,  send  for  the  manager;  thersh  been  a  terrible 
mistake  made,  a  terrible  mistake!" 

"What  is  it,  sir?"  gravely  demanded  the  waiter. 

"Jus'  look  at  this,"  shouted  the  drunk  wildly  waving 
the    menu,    "those    darn    fool    printers    have    printed    thish 

thing  upside  down!" 

*  *       * 

Heard  at  a  Christmas  Dance 


She — Oh,  don't  call  me  Miss  Jones. 

College  Freshman   (just  introduced )- 
shall  I  call  you,  dear? 

She — My  name  is  Miss  Smith. 
*       *       * 
A  June  bug  married  an  angle  worm; 

An  accident  cut  her  in  two; 
They  charged  the  bug  with  bigamy, 

Now  what  could  the  poor  thing  do? 


-Why  not?  What 
— Bison. 
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The  March  of  Science 

Jerry  Merke,  junior  partner  in  the  firm  of  Peabody  & 
Merke,  manufacturing  chemists,  sat  quietly  in  his  office, 
thinking  of  nothing  whatever. 

The  door  to  the  office  burst  open  and  he  beheld  the 
dishevelled  figure  of  Mr.  Peabody,  the  senior  partner.  His 
white  hair  was  ruffled,  his  apron  was  awry.  In  his  hand 
he  held  a  filter,  in  the  bottom  of  which  was  a  daub  of 
bright  red'  paste. 

"Eureka!"    he    cried. 

"Sure,  eureka,"  agreed  the  junior  partner. 

"I  have  found  it!"  }\e  again  cried. 

"Imagine  it,"  said  the  young  man,  who  was  now  think- 
ing about  his  girl  in  Onowauk,  North  Dakota.  "What 
have  you  found?" 

"The  toil  of  a  lifetime  is  now  rewarded,"  continued  the 
sen  or  partner,  his  eyes  ag'ow.  "I  have  here  the  product 
of  a  decade  of  research.  Years  on  years  I  struggled  with 
insoluble  resins,  seeking  one  with  the  right  odor!" 

"I  declare!" 

"Precious  months,  I  toiled  with  colloids  of  the  proper 
carmine  shade.  I  cannot  ca'culate  the  time  I  have  sweated 
over  phenol  groups  to  get  a  harmless  one  with  exactly  the 
right  amount  of  sweetness.  Young  man,  do  not  realize  the 
obstinacy  of  inanimate  matter." 

"Oh,  I  guess  so." 

"And  now  I  have  succeeded." 

"Quite?" 

"Quite." 

"And  what  have  you  found?" 

"A  lip  rouge  that  won't  kiss  off!"  — Awgwan. 
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SEOXYL 


TRADE  MARK 


REGISTERED 


POSITIVELY  PREVENTS 

SEA-SICKNESS 

SEOXYL  is  a  wonderful  recent  discovery  made  by  a  prac- 
ticing physician. 

We  guarantee  SEOXYL  to  be 

SAFE— SURE— HARMLESS 

and  to  prevent  also  train,  automobile  and  street  railway 

sickness. 

Send   $1.00   for  package  containing  tablets   for   10   days' 

voyage,  or  write  us  for  names  of  druggists  in  your  vicinity 

who  handle  SEOXYL. 

"SEOXYL  SALES  CO.  LIMITED 

11  Broadway,  New  York 
32  Front  St.  W.,  Toronto 


Vernon  House  / ,        .        „_  . 
Sicilian  Ave.     [  London,  Eng 


Paranoia  in  the  Sixth  Lustrum 

(Continued  from  page   16) 

peccable  taste  and  33  per  cent,  of  her  epidermis.  She 
always  laughed  at  my  jokes.  She  never  said  "So's  your 
old  man" — but  it  took  500  c.c.  of  undiluted  ethyl  alcohol 
to  give  her  an  edge, 

So   I   got  me   a  new  woman. 

When  Edith  sang,  any  man  present  would  swear  that 
compared  to  her,  Galli-Curci  was  a  coon  shouter  on  the 
Pantages  circuit.  She  couldn't  sing,  either.  She  was 
considerate — for  a  fortnight  before  pay  day  she'd  always 
suggest  spending  the  evening  at  her  house.  She'd  listen  for 
hours.  Other  men  took  her  out,  and  spent  large  sums  of 
money  to  win  favor  in  her  eyes:  she'd  never  pet  with  them 
— but  she  wouldn't  with   me,   either. 

So   I   got  me   a  new  woman. 

Everybody  who  knew  her  said  Bee  was  a  peach.  She 
told  me  she  was  sure  I'd  be  recognized  as  a  genius  some  day. 
She  could  give  one  a  look  that  said  "I  never  really  lived 
till  I  met  you."  Her  conscience  troubled  her  no  more 
than  the  theory  of  relativity  does  a  guinea-pig,  but  her  dis- 
cretion was  that  of  a  family  solicitor.  Although  she  had 
swarms  of  men  running  after  her,  she  made  me  believe  I 
was  the  only  one  who  counted — but  one  night  I  heard 
someone  allude  to  me  as  "one  of  the  57," 

So  I  got  me  a  new  woman. 

I  adore  Mildred.  She  seems  to  be  flawless — but  I've 
only  known  her  ten  days. 

So   I'm   keeping  an   eye   roving. 

— E.L.M.B. 


"Hello,  Pete,  did  I  tell  you  about 
the  narrow  escape  I  had?" 

"No,  Mike,  what  happened?" 
"Well  you  know  I've  been  on  duty 
as  night  watchman  at  the  warehouse 
for  about  a  year  now.  Well,  I'd 
been  in  the  habit  of  slippin'  off  every 
night  about  eleven  o'clock,  and  run- 
nin'  up  home;  I  live  just  up  the  tracks 
about  a  half  a  mile — and  gettin'  a 
bite  to  eat  an'  sittin'  with  the  wife  till 
about  three,  then  slip  back  on  the  job. 
If  I  ever  got  caught  you  know  it'd 
mean  me  job.  Well,  the  last  Satur- 
day night  I  slipped  off,  and  went  up, 
and  when  I  went  up  on  the  porch  I 
just  had  a  hunch  to  look  in  the  win- 
dow. Well,  sir,  there  was  the  fore- 
man sittin'  on  the  sofy  with  his  arm 
around  my  old  lady.  Man,  I  came 
hurryin'  back  to  work  an'  he  never 
caught  on  at  all.  But,  boy,  if  I 
hadn't  been  so  careful  I'd  been  fired 
sure  as  you're  not  a  Ku  Kluxer." 

— Moonshine. 

*       *       * 

"Oxford  will  shine  to-night,"  quoth 
the  Englishman,  as  he  put  some  Shin- 
ola  on  his  new  slippers. 

— Whirlwind. 


His  Mode  of  Protection 

The  tramp  had  scaled  the  fence 
about  four  inches  ahead  of  the  bull- 
dog. 

"What  are  you  doing  around  here, 
anyway?"  asked  the  woman  who  had 
loosed  the  dog. 

"Madam,"  said  the  tramp  with 
great  dignity,  "I  was  a-goin'  to  ask 
for  something  to  eat,  but  all  I  now 
ask  is  that  you  will  feed  that  there 
dog."  — Belle  Hop. 

*  *       * 

She — I  spent  the  winter  in  Ger- 
many— I   love   Danzig. 

He — Shall  we  step  out  on  the  floor, 
then,  or  is  your  cold  too  bad? 

— Williams  Purple  Cow. 

#  *       * 

Sarcasm 

The  Man:  "Two  eggs  poached 
medium  soft,  buttered  toast,  not  too 
hard,  coffee,  not  too  much  cream  in 
it." 

The  Waiter:  "Yes,  sir.  Would 
you  like  any  special  design  on  the 
dishes?"  — Sour  Owl. 


"What    would    your    father    say    if 
he  saw  you  out  at  this  time  of  night?" 
"He'd  say,   'Don't  tell   ma!'' 

—  Yale  Record. 

I — "Learn  any  new  songs  this  sum- 
mer, Bill?" 

Bill — "Yes,  I  learned  a  hotel 
song."  , 

I — "Hotel  Song.  How  does  it 
go?" 

Bill — "Something  like  this:  'Hotel 
me  pretty  maiden'."     — Orange  Owl. 

*  *       * 

Reformer:  "Young  man,  don't  you 
realize  that  you  will  never  get  any- 
where by  drinking?" 

Stewed:  "Ain't  it  th'  truth?  I've 
started  home  from  this  corner  five 
time  already." 

— Yellow  Jacket. 

*  *       * 

Nebuchadnezzar  was  making  love 
to  a  new  beauty  brought  in  by  his 
harem  hunters.  The  Prime  Poobo  of 
the  empire  was  trying  to  get  him  to  de- 
cide about  the  spring  planting. 

"Oh,  hang  the  gardens,"  said  Neb. 

And    they    did.      — Virginia    Reel. 
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"I  knew  a  radio  nut  who  was  so 
dumb  he  thought  blowing  a  bugle 
would   charge   his  batteries." 

—  The   Cracker. 

Prof.:    "The   men  in  the   following 
seats  are  absent,  4,   10,  36,  19." 
Fresh  Stude:   "Shift." 

— Lehigh  Burr. 

*  *       * 

The  Same  Boy 

The  boy  stood  on  the  moon-lit  deck 

His  head  was  in  a  whirl 
His  eyes  and  mouth  were  full  of  hair 

His  arms  were  full  of  girl. 

— Lehigh  Burr. 

*  *       * 

English  Prof. :  "Can  any  one  tell 
me  the  earliest  reference  in  history  to 
a  theatre?" 

Fresh:  "Yes,  sir.  I  remember  read- 
ing in  the  Bible  that  Joseph  was  taken 
from  the  family  circle  and  put  into 
the  pit."  — Lehigh  Burr. 

$  $  $ 

Roommates 

"Hello,  Jack,  are  you  using  your 
cap  this  afternoon?" 

"Yes,  I'm  afraid  I  am." 

"Good!  Then  you  wont  mind 
lending  me  your  hat."  — Bison. 

*  *       * 

Frank:  "I  don't  think  my  wife 
could  tell  a  lie  in  twelve  months." 

Guile:  "You're  fortunate.  My 
wife  can  tell  a  lie  the  instant  I  utter 
it."  —P.   H.    Weekly. 

Prof. :  "How  do  you  know  Chaucer 
dictated  to  a  stenographer?" 

Soph:   "Just   look  at  the   spelling." 
— Mugwump. 

Amateur  Botanist  (in  park)  :  "Can 
you  tell  me,  my  man,  if  this  plant  be- 
longs to  the  arbutus  family?" 

Gardener:  "No,  sir,  it  don't.  It  be- 
longs to  the  city  park." 

— Princeton    Tiger. 

*  *       # 

"How's  your  son  getting  along  in 
his  courses  at  college.  Hi?" 

"Wall,  he  writ  the  other  day  that 
he  made  the  Cherokee  Club  course  in 
seventy-five,  an'  that's  passin'." 

— Mugwump. 

*  *       * 

Did  you  hear  of  the  Scotchman 
who,  during  the  last  eclipse,  tried  to 
send  a  telegram  as  a  night  letter? 

— Puppet. 

*  *       # 

She — That  last  light  note  was  D- 
flat. 

He — That's  what  I  thought,  but  I 
didn't  like  to  say  so!         — Belle  Hop. 


A   Dragon  or  a  Windmill 

(Continued  from  page   U) 

manifestos  of  the  type  which  were  re- 
cently forthcoming  from  Mr.  Sumner, 
of  New  York.  The  quarry  this  time 
is  small  and  disorganized  so  that  we 
may  hope  for  a  short  season.  Let  us 
be  thankful  for  that.  But  a  careful 
survey  of  the  situation  is  apt  to  incline 
one  to  the  view  that  these  would- 
be  Saint  Georges  cast  a  shadow  not 
unlike    that   other   great   warrior,    Don 

Quixote.  — J.E.McD. 

*  *        * 

Athletic — I  have  a  chance  at  the 
football   team. 

Pathetic- — What?  Going  to  raffle 
it  off,  are  they?  — Siren. 

*  *       * 

Drowning  Man  —  Ub — blub — elp 
— lub — ublugs. 

Drowsy  Bystander — You  said  a 
mouthful,   brother.  — Juggler. 

*  *       * 

The  justice  bent  over  his  desk  to 
stare  with  horified  eyes  at  the  desper- 
ate looking  malefactor  who  had  just 
been  arraigned   for   a  hearing. 

"You  admit,"  he  said,  "that  you 
murdered  this  poor  woman  for  a  paltry 
sum  of  three  dollars?  It  passes  beyond 
all  human  understanding." 

"Well,  your'nor,"  answered  the  de- 
fendent  cheerily,  "you  know  how  it  is: 
three  bucks  here,  three  bucks  there — 
it  soon  adds  up,  you  know." 

— Exchange. 

*  *       * 

Wellesley — Do  you  care  for  horses? 
Harvard — No,    I    wait   on   tables. 
— Lord  Jeff. 

*  *       * 

Dollar — "Do  you  think  this  suit  is 
all  right  for  a   Bridge  date?" 

Bill — "What  bridge  is  the  date 
on?"  — Puppet. 

jjc  ^c  ^ 

Cynthia:   "How  is  your  husband?" 

Dorothy:    "I    haven't  seen   him    for 

five  years.      I   think   I   must  have  said 

something  to  annoy  him.  — Bison. 

*  *       # 

He  Deserved  it 

"Why  did  you  tip  that  boy  so 
handsomely  when  he  gave  you  your 
coat?" 

"Look  at  the  coat  he  gave  me." 

— Exchange. 

*  *       * 

"What  are  you  doing  for  a  living 
now?" 

"Oh,  I'm  making  a  canvass  of 
Miami  for  an  insurance  company." 

"I  never  knew  you  were  an  artist." 
— Black  and  Blue  Jay. 


Combat  Sore  Throat 

both  Inside  and  Outside 

Get  at  infection  inside  with  germu  dal 
spray  or  gargle.  A  ten  percent  solution  of 
Absorbine,  Jr.  destroys  the  virulent  germs, 
and  the  combined  soothing  and  healing 
properties  of  Absorbine,  Jr.  relieve  the 
rawness,  hoarseness  and  irritation. 

Break  up  the  congestion  outside  by  rub- 
bing Absorbine,  Jr.  gently  into  the  throat 
muscles.  This  powerful  efficient  liniment 
helps  nature  to  restore  normal  blood  cir- 
culation. It  draws  out  the  inflammation 
or  soreness.  It  reduces  the  swelling. 

Absorbine,  Jr.  —  The  Antiseptic  Liniment 
—  treats  both  cause  and  effect,  promptly, 
thoroughly  and  conveniently  and  is  both 
safe  and  dependable.  It  has  a  clean, 
agreeable  odor.  Keep  it  handy  for  other 
emergencies. 

At  most  druggists',  $i.  25,  or  postpaid. 
Liberal  trial  bottle,  10c,  postpaid. 

W.  F.  YOUNG.  W. 

20)    Lyman     Building,     Montreal. 


Absorbine,  J 

THE   ANTISEPTIC    LtNlMEMT 


Established  42  Years 
Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St. 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St. 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main  2908 


MODERN  DANCING 
Miss  Edna  Hinch 

356  Brunswick  Ave. 

Foxtrot  and  Waltz 

Taught  in  Three  Private  Lessons 

Special  Rates  to  Students 

For  Appointment  Phone  Trinity  0037 
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The  Beaten 
Path 


A  PRODUCT  should  be  well  made 
to  be  well  sold.  That  is  essential. 
But  the  company  that  still  be- 
lieves in  Emerson's  "If  a  man  write  a 
better  book,  preach  a  better  sermon  or 
build  a  better  mousetrap,  the  world 
will  beat  a  pathway  to  his  door,  even 
though  he  live  in  the  wilderness,"  is 
riding  for  a  fall.  For,  alas,  times  have 
changed. 

To-day,  the  concern  that  goes  out  actively 
after  business  gets  it.  The  world  is  about 
through  "beating  pathways"  without  consider- 
able encouragement  by  energetic  sales  work 
and  advertising  effort.  Competition  is  keen 
and  pathway  beating  to-day  is  done  mainly  by 
the  seller. 

In  this  age  of  advertised  commodities,  no  suc- 
cessful business  man  will  deny  the  power  of 
printers'  ink.  The  more  successful  a  business, 
the  greater  use  made  of  printed  material,  the 
greater  care  taken  in  its  planning  and  in  its 
place  of  purchase. 

The  proper  use  of  the  right  kind  of  sales  litera- 
ture will  smooth  out  many  of  the  rough  spots 
on  the  beaten  path  and  pave  the  way  for  an 
increased  volume  of  business. 

A  complete  advertising  and  printing  service — 
from  "the  idea"  to  the  mail  bag — is  what  we 
offer  you.  This  service  includes  planning,  copy, 
art  work,  engravings,  printing  and  mailing. 
Such  an  important  phase  of  your  business 
should  only  be  entrusted  to  experienced  build- 
ers of  effective  printing.  That's  our  business. 
We  would  welcome  an  opportunity  of  discuss- 
ing some  of  your  printing  problems  with  you 
— any  time. 


Commercial 
Printing  Division 


.  Phone 
Adelaide  5741 


3fe  Maclean  Publishing  Ccumikd 

153  University  Avenue  —  Toronto 
fj  Complete  Printing  Serv/'ce 


PLAN 

COPY 

LAY-OUT 

AOT 

ENGRAVINGS 


PUBLICATIONS 
HOUSE  ORCANS 
CATALOGUES 

BOOKLETS 
ADDRESSING 


FOLDERS 
CIRCULARS 
DISPLAY  CARDS 
STATIONERY 
MAILING 


got  labor  unions  in  heaven. 


Undelivered  Speeches 

(Continued  from  page  tO) 

to  get  rich  quick  and  as  your  name  is  on  our  sucker  list, 
I'm  here  to  sell  you  all  the  worthless  stock  I  can." 

"No,  madame,  it  would  be  utterly  impossible  to  make 
you  beautiful  at  any  price." 

"Yes,  dear,  I  must  have  kissed  dozens  of  girls  before 
I  met  you." 

— R.  K.  Hall. 

*  *       * 

A  certain  senior  had  been  bragging  in  the  White  House 
for  over  an  hour  about  the  excellence  of  his  bootlegger's 
wares.  Finally  a  quiet  man  who  had  been  listening  foi 
some  time  arose  with  a  bored  expression  and  asked:  "It 
this  liquor  is  so  good  and  so  easy  to  get,  why  don't  we  see 
more  of  it  around?" 

"There  is  plenty  of  it,"  said  the  senior  defensively.  "I've 
got  four  cases  right  now  myself,  and — " 

"Do  you  know  who  I  am?"  the  stranger  interrupted.  "1 
am  the  district  prohibition  agent." 

"You  are?"  said  the  senior.  "And,  of  course,  you 
know  who  I  am.     I  am  the  biggest  liar  in  this  university." 

— Punch  Bowl. 

The  millionaire  overheard  two  tourists  from  Italy. 
"Don't  you  find  St.  Peter's  striking?"  one  asked. 
The   millionaire   groaned:    "Oh,    Lord;   so  they've  even 

— Virginia  Reel. 

"What  does   'Sic  transit*   mean?" 

"Ambulance  service."  — Virginia  Reel. 

When  We  Were  Yet  Unhung 

(Apologies  to  our  esteemed  Mr.  Milne) 
Elizabeth  Eliza  was  walking  down  the  lane, 
Elizabeth  Eliza  was  walking  in  the  rain. 
A  gentleman  went  driving  by 
As  grand  as  he  could  be, 
And  said,  "We've  met  in  Buda  Pesth; 
So  come  and  ride  with  me." 

Elizabeth  Eliza,  she  coyly  hung  her  head, 

Elizabeth  Eliza,  she  turned  a  brilliant  red. 

She  hadn't  been  to   Buda   Pesth 

No  more  than  you  nor  I, 

But  still  when  rain  is  coming  down, 

It's  nicer  to  be  dry. 

Elizabeth  Eliza  stepped  into  the  limousine: 

E E .  .  .  .  has  never  since  been  seen. 

So  never  go  with  gentlemen, 

However  grand  they  be, 

Who  say,   "We've  met  in  Buda  Pesth; 

You'd  better  ride  with  me."  — Purple  Cow. 

"Is  your  girl  dumb?" 

"Huh!  I  have  to  triple  space  my  letters  so  it'll  be  easier 
for  her  to  read  between  the  lines."  — Exchange. 

Here  lies  the  remains  of  a  radio  fan, 

Now  mourned  by  his  many  relations; 
He  went  to  a  powder  mill,  smoking  his  pipe, 

And  was  picked  up  by  twenty-one  stations. 

— Williams   Purple   Cow. 

*  *       * 

"Does  'at  smile  mean  you  forgive  me?" 
"Stay  away,  niggah,  I'se  just  smihn'  to  rest  mah  face." 

— Orange   Owl. 
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II A  T  difference  does  it  make?     Light 
is  the  least  expensive  of  all  modern 

comforts.     It  costs  less  now  than  it  did 

before  the  war. 

A  7o  watt  Edison  Mazda  Lamp  averages  less  than 
half  a  cent  an  hour  for  current.  If  you  read  your 
daily  newspaper  from  end  to  end  under  the 
proper  light,  the  paper  will  have  cost  you  more 
than  the  light  you  read  it  by. 

The  price  of  a  cigar  given  to  a  guest  will  more 
than  cover  the  cost  of  illuminating  your  house 
all  evening.  In  comparison  with  any  other 
service  to  the  same  end,  light  is  an  infinitesimal 
item  in  the  cost  of  comfort  and  convenience. 


Near  you  is  an  Edison  Mazda  Lamp 
Agent.     There  you  can  obtain  real  in- 
formation about  good  lighting. 
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EDISON 

MAZDA  LAMPS 

A  Canadian  General  Electric  Product 
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Make  the  palate 
Jump  with  iov  L 


A  CRYIIUf  OUT  LOUD* 


13  try  j/our  "WILDFIRE*' 
bylhi  box  of   2,-4 
and  always   haw 
sufficient   for    the 
family 


ersojfe  Toronto 


